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The Possible is a fiction. Any resemblance to reality or irreality is not coin- 
cidental. The Possible is an experiment. The Possible is a beginning. We 
could likewise be a beginning. 


For those of us 


who will be 


Our images were drawn 
with eyes closed. 


#0 


You begin. 


Possible 


ca 


She opens her eyes. She does not snooze. She wants to. She 
does not reach for the phone. The alarm persists. She wipes the 
sleep from her eyes, the dream, the feeling of tears, the alarm. 
She sits up, places her feet on the cool floor. She pulls on pajama 
pants, plaid, a sweatshirt, blue, worn-out slippers, damp from the 
day before, and the day before, and the day before. She reaches 
for the phone, dismisses the alarm, does not check her notifica- 
tions. She stands, she yawns, she stretches. She opens the blinds 
to admit a weak light, to admit a window, to admit an outside world. 
She pads to the bathroom, she drops her pants and sits on the 
toilet and pees and farts. Into the phone she taps her security 
code. She checks her notifications. In the bathroom is a high 
frosted window, pale blue. Who said what, the rising numbers, 
what’s on sale, if she will be permitted to leave the room the house 
the apartment the building, cost versus value, the clamor of protest 
of outrage of defiance of rebellion, where she will work, who shot 
who and how, how much she’s worth, the dead in refrigerated gro- 
cery semis, if she can hear a voice, if she has a voice, if she can 
go. She goes on, in the screen, exploring the possibilities. 
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#1 


You do not know. In the dark. You begin in the dark. You begin not 
knowing in the dark. You begin again. You begin again not knowing 
in the dark, or, you begin again in the dark not knowing. If you begin 
again, is this a beginning? To establish a beginning is to ascertain an 
order. If there is an again, is there a gain? Apparently there are values. 
Or at least value judgments to be made of a progressing order in 
which values materialize regardless of if they were made explicit prior 


to actualization, strike that, action. 


Jesus, Mother, and Joseph, are these the kinds of thoughts you have, 
you ask yourself, every time you wake, and what do they have to do 
with it? So, what, you just wake up a puddle poised on the cold hard 
ground and these thoughts fling cling sling among your molecules in 
the dark? What an advanced being you must be. 


A puddle with some weight. Yes yes but that’s not what you mean. 
A puddle with some shape, a form, not a liquid that merely takes the 
shape of its vessel. An unliquid puddle. But at the same time not a 
solid puddle. No not solid, then there would be no change of shape, 
form, no possibility of fluidity. A new phase, an embodied puddle. 
How is an embodied puddle different than a puddle in a vessel. Stop 
it. You are a poised puddle, emerging from the higgledy piggledy. 


You stand in the dark. Most of your fluid comes with you, some is 
left behind on the ground, forever you suppose, whatever that may 
mean. You hit your head on the top wall or roof or ceiling of what- 
ever space you are in, which hurts. You reach out your hands on the 
ends of your arms and rap walls before raising them above thirty 
degrees. Bonk, whack, smack may all have been more appropriate 
words than rap, which perhaps should’ve been applied to your head. 


More degrees. Your knuckles and or wrists and or elbows smartt. 
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The 


Places you bend. You receive sensory information, from where, def- 
initely not eyes, it is very dark, your ears, you are not yet mentally 
prepared to emit sound, but are you prepared to respond to it, say 
your elbows then. Your elbows tell you the walls are uneven, rough, 
jagged in places, damp, courtesy of your, and concave. A solution: 
you are in a cave. Powers of deduction. Tell you, as in you hear it? 
Do you mean in your head, since you are relatively certain you are 


alone and you did not say it? 


Don’t get ahead of yourself. You already have a head on yourself. 
And all the requisite appendages and digits and self-referencing loops 
and organs, which make you more convenient. Make you relatable. 
You took care of that, lickety-split, it from bit. 


Now what? Here you are in a cave. Do you reach out and open the 
requisite door, to discover where you are, where there is to go, what 
there is to do, what can be done, what you can make of this self, what 


you can be, what one can become? Yes or no? 


Possible 


a! 


She files for unemployment again. She’s filed, on her laptop on 
her lap, pressed submit. Now she sits on the couch, on the couch’s 
lap, a couch is nothing but lap. And her?, nothing but laptop. She 
stares at her fish, a goldfish, staring back at her from its tank, too 
large for its tank. Its brother or sister or friend, her other fish, died 
a few days ago, presumably not from coronavirus. It had not after 
all gotten out and about in the city for weeks, and when it did for 
necessities like toilet paper and a new plastic underwater tree for 
stimulation, it had worn a mask and not touched its face and main- 
tained greater than six feet distance from others. It thoroughly 
washed its hands in soap and water when it got home. | have been 
doing my duty for humanity by staying home in my tank and col- 
lecting subsistence unemployment and not serving food in the res- 
taurant for other people’s money and tips and giggles, the fish tells 
her with its eyes, its fishy telepathic brain power. She can’t take it, 
the intensity of the fish’s gaze, the will in its eyes, its questioning 
of her, what have you been doing for humanity and the advance- 
ment of consciousness and civilization lately? She breaks the 
gaze. It’s right, but it’s hard to take from a fish. Her eyes return to 


The 


the laptop screen, where not one but several fish swim, swim?, 
maybe float back and forth, gold, red, blue, green, blowing bub- 
bles, bonking into each other, turning around two-dimensionally, 
thwacking against the edge of the screen and turning to go the 
other way, until flopping into the other edge and turning again, or 
floating off screen, escaping, only to return on the otherside of the 
screen, going the same direction in a continuous loop. The screen 
saver is old school, she’s so cool, so fly, like Jeff Goldblum. Her 
screen is saved, hallelujah. She looks out the window and flowers 
bloom gold in the hanging basket, daffodils. She doesn’t care for 
the aesthetic of daffodils, the yellow and the green together for- 
ever, not forever, ephemeral, but they do harken spring. In a flurry 
she taps the trackpad to awaken her computer and tells Alexa to 
play birdsong and asks Siri on her phone, What should | know 
about that | do not? It’s a strategy she’s learned to deal with herself 
when she feels like shit. So that she can simultaneously feel yet 
worse about herself, because she is just now learning about 
something important she should have already known, and feel like 
she is doing something about it, improving herself. Siri does what- 
ever she does, runs her algorithm, taking into account what she 
has shared with her of human knowledge previously, what she’s 
reading and has read, her search history, what she has purchased 
recently, current events in the news, the local positivity, hospitali- 
zation, and infection vector, what she’s asked of the other one, 
Alexa, and her state of mind this morning based on her move- 
ments, actions, verbal mutterings, and facial expression. On the 
piece of her on her lap, Siri shows her a photograph of Emmett Till 
and a corresponding article, she shows her the video of Rodney 
King being beaten by the Los Angeles Police Department for eva- 
sion, the video of Eric Garner being killed for vending loose ciga- 
rettes while he can’t breathe, the video of George Floyd crying for 
his mother while the authorities kneel on his neck for playing the 
game with the wrong currency. It continues. For wearing a hood, 
for not submitting in the street, for playing with a toy, for driving a 
car, for jogging, for sleeping in bed. For their skin. To take in hate, 


Possible 


or fear, and own it. She weeps. It’s the first time she’s felt human 
in weeks. She hates herself. But what am | going to do about it, 
she asks aloud. 


The 


#2 


You shuffle along a tunnel. A long tunnel. Shuffle or flop, like a fish 
in a puddle? You decided you are underground, perhaps unwittingly, 
with the cave observation. Which insinuates an aboveground. There 
is an above and a below, an up and down. The relative construct of 
your mind, perhaps, you don’t know, but you had to make a decision. 
Have to. Everyone needs an orientation, amok in waves and energy 
fields and possible particle positions, a shove in the right direction. 
A kick in the pants. Did you decide? You could have, you are sure of 
it. You have a mind, and hence, subcutaneously, a brain. Have you 
ever been aboveground? What would that be like. There are doors 
yawning into small chambers lining the dark passage tunnel hall, not 
so much chambers as declivities, not so much doors but openings. 
There is nothing to open. You look inside, changing at every mo- 
ment, that’s hard to believe, observe, certainly uncertain, shuffle for- 


ward, a direction, yours or the passage’s. 
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Now what, she thinks. Los Angeles is burning, Ferguson is burn- 
ing, Minneapolis is burning. Convenience stores, cop cars, a Tar- 
get being looted, who cares, stuff. Everyone working doing shit 
they don’t want to do to buy shit they don’t need. People working 
two minimum wage jobs who cannot buy what they do need. The 
Target tangent is not tangential, she tells herself. Her mother, her 
family, still cottons in the black belt where Spanish moss drips from 
the great live oaks and sewage seeps from the ground and crawls 
into the street, into the yard, up toilets, into bathtubs, where you 
cannot escape your waste, where your filth rises up to reinfect you. 
Everyone. Focus. Poor black neighborhoods nobody cares about 
are burning. Dollar stores. A police station. Good or not good? 
Emotionally the act feels good, she imagines, and she under- 
stands the anger, the rage, the release of the powerless employ- 
ing the only power they possess, violence. She feels the knee on 
her black neck, on her brother’s neck, on her son’s. The explosion 
is in her, in her lizard brain. One day, to everyone's astonishment, 
someone drops a match in the powder keg and everything blows 
up. Tear it all down in tears. She is trying to think of what she thinks 
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is a different quote by Baldwin about one small act will start a 
mighty something that will bring down the skyscrapers. So many 
words ingested over the years, her brain’s too clotted, maybe later 
she’ll plug in and look it up. But they think all we are is lizard brains. 
The narrative will be manipulated again. She wishes she had a 
lizard to embody the point. She does not have a lizard, she has a 
turtle, her older son’s, in his room with him behind a closed door. 
She is left to imagine a lizard she does not possess except in her 
brain, an iguana say, and a turtle she does possess via her son, a 
sort of outgrowth of him becoming an independent agent, she 
does not remember what kind of turtle, the kind that fits in a tank, 
not a Galapagos tortoise, but both only in her mind because she 
is not in her son’s room, she cannot reach out and touch him, can- 
not hold him. Is a turtle higher than a lizard on the evolutionary 
chain? What does higher mean? A hierarchy. A progression. She 
needs to focus, brain ain’t been working none too good lately, up- 
grade it, why does she revert to an old rural southern black man’s 
voice when she plays ignorant in her head, she castigates herself. 
It is contrary to what she represents, what she represents as her- 
self to the world. She cannot go see the turtle and verify its solidity 
with her senses because she cannot interrupt her son while he is 
in his online class because she has asked him to not interrupt the 
instruction of her own zoom classes. One of which is what she is 
supposed to be preparing for. Also he asked her not to barge in 
because he is self-conscious on the video. Hierarchy. Supposed 
to. To create thinkers, who will advance thought and action. Social 
critique beyond emotion, intellectual analysis and response. 
That’s not the title of the class. The History and Presence of Non- 
violent Mass Action. Virtually. She wants to burn down the world 
for the sake of her sons, safe in their rooms, not safe there, for her 
mother and uncles and aunts and cousins in trailers exposed to 
black mold and hook worm and raw sewage in the most advanced 
country on Earth. That picture of the turtle with the Earth as its 
shell. Focus. What will she tell her students. It has exploded again 
and it is everywhere. What will she tell her sons. Out one side of 
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her mouth she tells them to keep their heads down, out of the other 
she tells them to hold their heads high and look people in the eye, 
that in the eyes you can read a person, that you have to have your 
head up to see, that you have to live before you can die. To her 
students she must show the turtle, the earth on its neck, simulta- 
neously pulling its appendages and head in and lashing out snap- 
ping with its teeth. Do turtles have teeth. With its beak. Not the 
turtle, the analysis, the outcomes, the data of non-violence versus 
violence. She opens the meeting on her computer and watches 
the young faces pop in, some hopeful, others already bored, oth- 
ers tired, like they just woke up. Not everyone is as accomplished 
at putting on their faces while staying at home and living virtually. 
She glances at the video of herself in the corner of the screen, hair 
in tight braids, glasses, bookshelves lined with books behind her. 
She has herself put together. She notices a small mirror on a shelf. 
In the video feed of herself, in the mirror, she sees her screen and 
in it the tiny feed of herself in the reflection, and in it she sees the 
tinier mirror, and in it the microscopic reflection of the reflection of 
herself, and in it the atomic reflection of the reflection of the reflec- 
tion of herself, and in it the subatomic reflection of the reflection of 
the reflection of the reflection of herself. One of her sons must’ve 
snuck it there, the younger one, that’s his kind of joke. A joke that 
doesn’t stop tunneling, telescoping down. Not down, in. 
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#3 


The chambers rooms declivities draw you in as if they have gravity. 
So there is a physics here. You do not exactly choose to poke your 
head into them, but the openings make it possible for you to do so, 
the lack of barriers enables your entering them, the empty spaces act 
as magnets, attractors, energy wells. And then they are empty no 
longer. Or perhaps it is you that enables what you experience within 
them, which you cannot put into words, thank god, perhaps your 
presence mind observation makes what happens there possible. Per- 
haps what happens within does not happen without you. When you 
emerge from one, emerge is dramatic, withdraw your head, pull back 
into your shell, incorrect, back into the interior, out of the openings, 
which are not exactly exterior, out of the chambers rooms declivities, 
the tunnel passage hall is slightly altered from before you stuck your 
head out of your shell, enough, tunnel and into an opening. Each 
time. Not significantly altered, but slightly, you used the correct word 
symbol, slightly, measurably probably, if you had a ruler, a yardstick, 
a micrometer. Tools. You shuffle slither flop along, sticking your 


head in or out. 


Possible 


Ze 
ice 
“4 


She has a job, she should be thankful, is what her mom tells her. 
Si mama, tengo dos, dios mio, y no tengo tiempo a dormir y no 
tengo ningun minuto con mi hija. Nonetheless she expresses grat- 
itude on facebook because who likes a whiner, she gets a fair 
quantity of likes, and her face smiles back at her and at every 
gringo ordering chalupas, whatever the fuck those are, on the de- 
livery app. Should. She does what she should, aware that it’s what 
she should do, of the weight of her family, her parents, her child, 
her culture, her first generationess, of all fucking human history 
weighing on her, informing what she should do, narrowing the pos- 
sibilities for her like, like extruding bologna through a meat grinder. 
Which makes it harder than if she could go to work automatically, 
without angst, unaware, an automaton. How fucking american is 
that. What a bunch of bologna. Is she getting ready to work drive 
thru or drive delivery. Oh the possibilities are endless. Moving up 
in the world. Mama cannot clean rich people’s houses because of 
governor’s orders, domestic employees is her classification, her 
domesticated mother, domesticated but with a fire in her, she 
wishes just once her mother would let loose on one of those rich 
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white ladies and shove her fist up their ass and rip out their colon. 
Por ejemplo. They all have one colon: they share it. Shit sharing, 
on facebook, pass it around, I’m so pretty yeah, lap it up with a 
spoon, | got the plug on Oaxaca, damn this shit is good. Her 
mother cannot collect unemployment because she is illegal. Share 
the excrement, the American Dream. Is she even getting ready for 
work, what’s happening in reality, this is all in her head. She ties 
an apron around her waist and puts on a visor or opens the app 
on her phone if that counts as doing something or someshit. She 
should be thankful because soon her job will not exist, drones will 
be delivering food like tomorrow, lots of likes on that one, and/or 
self-driving cars will, what’s the difference between a self-driving 
car and a drone, Why the long face?, do you think this is a joke, 
you won't have a job, you'll be out picking apples with your uncles 
in Washington and detasseling corn in lowa and picking oranges 
in Florida and picking strawberries in Cali, like a migrant, like pick- 
ing like picking likes, do what you love, how hard would it be for a 
self-driving car to flip a burger or a drone to stuff a chalupa, these 
chalupas are not chalupas, people like them apparently, | mean 
they pay for them like mad, self-talk is the dignified name for talk- 
ing to oneself, can’t even get dressed for work without a goddamn 
dios mio breakdown, where is she anyway, mi hija, asleep, breath- 
ing, still, not still, soft and sweaty, she is sure her brother had 
Covid but he didn’t get a test because he was afraid he’d lose his 
shit-eating job at the meat packing plant in South Dakota or the 
chicken factory in Tennessee or whatever, but thank god not here, 
he is not one of the approximately one-hundred and fifty people 
who live in this house clean as a whistle, clean as an upper middle- 
class white lady’s colon: her mom’s specialty, the plant had an 
outbreak and had to stop packing meat for a couple weeks any- 
way, her brother said he wasn’t getting paid but the plant liked not 
packing meat, she liked his text but she’s not sure that a like trans- 
lates into food on the table for her niece and nephew, what is she 
doing, you don’t even know, Papa esta muerto, don’t think about 
it, the other brother is working construction, building houses, that’s 
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real, that’s doing, she guesses, that’s the latino immigrant stereo- 
type they live, that’s still happening despite the pandemic, it has a 
future, what’s the latinx stereotype, lots of possible buildings to be 
built out there, she sees them, the houses, piled one on top of 
another, variations, iterations, one on top of another, like people, 
people have to live somewhere, one on top of another, the same 
house, different houses, I’d like to see a self-driving car build a 
house, or or or, an app for that, she doesn’t want to go to work, 
goddamnit it’s pitch black, black as inside an asshole outside, and 
her fucking daughter is asleep and warm beside her and her god- 
damn alarm keeps going off and she hates it when she wakes up 
wanting to die, one shouldn't have to cry for at least a few hours 
after waking up, she’d like to see a drone wake up with tears and 
not kill itself because its progeny is reminding it to live, vaya con 
dios, nothing but neurochemical imbalance, not enough sleep, 
why isn’t there an app for that, don’t worry, be happy, oh to be a 
robot, comfortably numb, un raton, how some think of her, she’s 
first-generation-looking, your lips move but | can’t hear what you're 
saying, you wouldn’t understand, do you like me?, | share, is there 
anybody out there, she should remember her mask, to put on her 
mask to protect her, put on her mask to protect you, put on her 
mask to cover her filthy mouth, put on her mask so you can’t see 
her, SO you cannot experience her Mexican shit eater, can she 
order one BLM bm on a grubhub in a doordash in a massive 
ubereats, she recently read an account of a slaveowner writing in 
his journal about making a black man eat his own excrement, is 
she the shit eater now, or is she the sausage making machine, 
does the chorizo extrude out her mouth, which way does the shit 
flow, she has to go, te quiero mi hija, duerme, un beso en la cab- 
eza, adids, amor, into the future and an incipient dawn of possibil- 
ities to deliver. 
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#4 


The tunnel passage hall branches. The branch was not present be- 
fore, you’ve been moving along by hook or by crook, bit by bit. It is 
here now, you are here now. Right or not right, or is it up or down, 
you ate not sure. On what basis to make a choice. This one will have 
to be a choice, no way around it. You cannot go both ways, can you, 
cannot fall back on the old enablement acausal attractor making it 
possible clause cause. A basis of value must be established in order 
to make a choice. All you know is what you’ve experienced in the 
declivities, gravitational sinks come to mind, and you are not sure if 
they are mutually exclusive or simultaneous realities, or not realities 
at all but possibilities, visions, virtual realities in your head, and you 
are what is real. That all of it is true and real seems unlikely, but what 
else do you have to go on? Go on, make a choice, you encourage 


yourself. 
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He is fortunate to have landed this job before the pandemic swept 
the globe like a straw broom. He is fortunate to live in this day and 
age when he can work in the dark on a computer as a virtual agent 
and provide for his sleeping family and afford the technology that 
helps them care for their son. He is fortunate to have a steady, 
healthy income in this part of the world, considering the pestilence 
and poverty around him. “This part of the world.” By what metric 
are the parts determined and divided. His home. He rubs his eyes. 
When he thinks like that, he feels separate from his home and 
culture, full of life and bustle and sound in normal times, but he is 
of it. It is rich and poor at the same time. The human condition. He 
is tired, the human condition. A virtual out-sourced crowd-sourced 
agent, the human condition. He had better accomplish another 
task or they will note his low productivity and his rating will suffer 
and his pay decrease and he will not be at the top of the pile when 
work comes through the pipeline, the fiber optic, the satellite, the 
wireless, when whatever you hate doing is distributed across the 
globe for him and others of him to do. His brown face glows in the 
screen glow, always watching, always being watched. The next 
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task in the queue is from somebody, he doesn’t know who, he 
never knows who, who has named their virtual assistant Ralph El- 
lison, who needs several emails about inquiries to meet re- 
sponded to, and who needs several inquiries about meeting made 
with others. He uses Ralph’s provided form letters and accesses 
Ralph’s google calendar and agrees to appointment times and 
proposes other times and arrangements of events and organizes 
Ralph’s life: in-person and remote business meetings, a 1:1 
masked personal trainer appointment, a zoom therapist appoint- 
ment, an in-reality doctor’s appointment with an oncologist, a vir- 
tual lunch date, meeting someone at the virtual museum, a virtual 
appointment with a lawyer about an undisclosed subject, zoom 
theater tickets, an outdoor stylist, a streetside socially-distanced 
happy hour. Another agent or agents if necessary will be compiling 
information necessary for Ralph about the participants in or sub- 
ject matter of the meetings under a different work order. Back- 
ground, pastimes, and particularities of the date, the nature of 
nano-hair removal on the porch, the point of post-post-post-mod- 
ern art. The task is simple. He accomplishes it efficiently. He has 
climbed the ladder to $8/hr, nothing to shake a fist at around here. 
He lives in Bangladesh, in Guatemala, in Serbia, in Ghana, in Ma- 
laysia, in Rio, in Seoul, in New Delhi, in Nairobi. He is distributed 
all over the world, in places where $8/hr is high living, or at least 
solidly above the poverty high water mark. In places with clamor 
and smells. He is outside himself again, thinking like them, sepa- 
rate, he has caught himself on the otherside of the barrier more 
often lately, watching himself, always watching. It makes him tired. 
It hurts his eyes, the incessant strain, the blue light. He is fortunate 
to be tech literate and to have learned English proficiently. Fortu- 
nate is the wrong word, those are things he has done, he purpose- 
fully learned English, he put in effort to learn to use technology 
proficiently, in order to have an opportunity like this, he applied 
himself, in order to provide for his family, he had ambitions to do 
for you what you hate doing, to use technology and be used by it 
in turn. He cannot go on, the algorithm dings a job into his queue, 


20 


Possible 


he already is. Next task: Samuel Beckett (the they looking over his 
shoulder is a mesh of algorithmic and human monitoring ((he has 
been told it is no longer algorithm but Al))), fail better, has been 
asked by his client, he guesses a small creative-content-producing 
firm, though it could as well be an individual or a division of a large 
corporation, to transcribe an interview from audio. And so Sam will 
pay him to do it, or rather the virtual agent crowdsourcing service, 
which will pay him. This kind of job is his bread and butter, proba- 
bly flatbread, leavened or unleavened, the kind that could take him 
all night, the kind during which he can be himself, during which he 
can turn off, only giving it a part of his attention, a part of his brain, 
time flying in a medium of tedium, a medium of absence automatic 
flying in a mist untethered to the demands of body, of meat and 
electrical impulse, of obligations to debtors and medical institu- 
tions and insurance companies, the kind of job he knows is going 
the way of the dodo, the Siberian tiger, the white rhino, the giant 
panda. There are apps for transcription, voice-to-text is on every 
phone in the world, it’s more widespread than coronavirus, it’s 
even built into behemoth antiquated word-processing programs, 
but for now some figure that if you have to pay a person to edit the 
flawed transcript made from voice-to-text, then it’s more efficient 
to pay the person to make a higher quality transcript in the first 
place. He is more efficient than an app, for the moment. While he 
has been thinking, he has been listening and typing and rewinding 
and typing and moving forward and typing. He smirks at himself, 
outside again. He knows a thing or two about voice-to-text be- 
cause his son’s personal biological voice-to-text function, as well 
as text-to-voice, does not well work. The tech was first developed 
to assist the disabled, though its mediocrity has been made ubiq- 
uitous in texting. He isn’t sure how much it has helped his son. He 
has come to terms with the likelihood that he will never read, and 
he is not sure in what way he processes what he hears. He has 
become more verbal and begun to show promise in toileting him- 
self, a godsend since he has gotten so bloody big, where is the Al 
for that, talk about a job you don’t want to do, but he has a peculiar 
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speech pattern with a slur and humming and echo-location-like 
vocalizations. The app does a shit job transcribing his words. It’d 
be sent back for retraining immediately with his outfit, wouldn’t be 
able to feed its progeny of tiny squalling, no, squawking Als. And 
he is not sure what thoughts are in his son’s head to voice, let 
alone write, not that there aren’t any, he isn’t saying his son is an 
animal. He is about to both yell at himself and get weepy while 
listening and typing, how efficient. Maybe they need to train voice- 
to-text apps to weep to improve their efficiency. He just doesn’t 
know what’s in there, there is a wall between his mind and his 
son’s, a wall of blood and bone and space, of different perceptions 
and processing, as if they are different species. Sometimes he 
imagines squishing their heads so hard together they fuse, bone 
knitting with bone, opening, ridges and valleys of cerebellums in- 
terlocking, thought intertwining and experience entangling. What 
is his son experiencing? Perhaps some future techno mind meld 
will tell. Oh for some Hawking-level technological symbiosis, 
maybe crappy voice-to-text is a first step, but his son isn’t Hawk- 
ing, Hawking is dead, his son didn’t propose that blackholes radi- 
ated before his body slowly broke and a computer read his cheek 
to communicate a brilliant mind, he was always this way, born into 
it, no choice, a child in surgeries, an electrical implant across his 
brain, what is it, vagus nerve stimulation so he no longer shakes, 
convulses, trembles. Not so often. He pulls toilet paper out of his 
pocket and wipes his eyes and nose, it was too high quality to 
dispose of after one blow. It isn’t easy to come by toilet paper 
these days, what did his great-grandparents do for toilet paper, he 
has no idea. He listens and types. The interview is about how we 
live in a dream, or a model of reality built on sensory data: our 
brain creates a model, a simulation, and we can never fully know 
external reality, so we exist in an internal mental virtual reality. The 
interview is about humanity’s four big questions: 1) What is going 
on? 2) What can | know? 3) What am |? 4) What should | do? And 
about how these will be the questions for artificial general intelli- 
gence as well. The interview is an inquiry into if Al agents will want 
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what we wart, or will they want to maximize profit or the efficiency 
of the production of toilet paper, will our tools be trained by us to 
further rampant vapid consumption or to expand human con- 
sciousness adhering to the values of joy, compassion, growth, 
sharing and choice, the values we supposedly teach our children. 
Words are not actions. The interview is about the nature of con- 
sciousness: is it a sliding scale?, do animals have a measure of 
consciousness, do we, does a bacteria, the qualities of self-atten- 
tion and awareness, a self-referential explanation of what is hap- 
pening, a model of the world, a story about itself, about us, about 
|, about how without consciousness there would be no suffering, 
and about how without consciousness there would be none of the 
reasons to live that balance suffering. It is a very Sam kind of in- 
terview. The interviewee has a German accent. He types and lis- 
tens while watching himself listen and type and mentally conjec- 
turing about the possible futures for his son, possibilities he has 
considered ad nauseum, from a drug-induced stupor to living ina 
facility to living in a group home to living independently and holding 
a job, from misery to a transcendence with ascendant technolo- 
gies, can his son know misery or transcendence, while wondering 
if his wife is sleeping soundly because sometimes she doesn’t and 
she takes the morning shift with their son and when he wakes at 
noon he will spell her for several hours before he logs into plugs 
into shares himself into work at 5 pm when she will be the care- 
taker for the evening, trying to get him to attend to tasks on the 
tablet, response and sorting and patterns, academics he sup- 
poses, no that'll be in the morning, he is more attentive and coop- 
erative in the morning. He tries to get him out on a walk on his 
shift, outside into the bustle of the streets, the market, not lately, 
no bustle lately, and toileting and hygiene in the modified bath- 
room, and then identifying emotions, an app matching faces with 
emotions, taking pics of his face and telling his son his father’s 
emotions, taking pics of his son’s face and telling him his own 
emotions, how does that correlate within his brain, does he feel 
happy, sad, frustrated, angry, joyous in the way he does? What 
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was he writing? If only he could stay within himself he could attend 
better. Or, if it weren’t three in the morning. Hours gone, automa- 
ton. Two-thirds done. He takes a breath. He glances at the next 
task queued in case he achieves it tonight. Stanislaw Steinbeck 
requires an internal audit of expense account information of a de- 
partment of a division of a subsidiary of a multinational corporation 
comparing inputted data with scans of hard copy receipts. In about 
two minutes that job too will be done by something between an 
automaton and an artificial intelligence. Visual scanners will soon 
be robust at reading even hand-written receipts, and they’ll be 
linked to video surveillance and facial recognition and emotion 
scanning capabilities of those inputting the dollars and cents to 
ascertain fallacies, lying, malintent, all for the common good. Pay 
attention. Snap out of it. He slaps his cheeks. Efficiency for his 
family. Listening, typing. Worrying wondering. 
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#5 


You have not chosen. You have not moved. Still, another opening is 
behind you, now in the past, the tunnel lengthening behind you, the 
branch forking dendritically before you still, again, the way radiating, 
before and behind. Your existence couldn’t stay linear forever, could 
it? But if you choose a path, it will be linear, won’t it? What about 
whatever is down the passage not taken? Perhaps one passage tunnel 
before you becomes a passage and the other passage tunnel becomes 
a tunnel. Set the hall aside for now, limit the possibilities to two, an 
either/or, else you'll either introduce too many variables into the 
equation, too many degrees of freedom, or you'll confuse yourself. 
Wait. Isn’t the tunnel already a tunnel and the passage already a pas- 
sage, both what they are before you see touch sense one or the other 
out of the hodge-podge of possibilities? If they are unrealized until 
you experience them into reality, the unknown structure you are in 
and under and a part of would collapse. If it only becomes with you, 
its foundation would be without structural integrity. But, what if the 
structure is under construction? It could self-construct as you en- 
counter it. Could it stand under such a scenario? There is no one 
ahead to holler back about what it’s like up there. You try, you think, 
to holler, to yell, to make a noise. There is no reply, not even an echo. 
Did you hear yourself yell, or was that you thinking about yelling? 
Does your auditory organ function? Do you have an auditory nerve, 
a hammer and anvil, a cochlear shell, the tools to hear? Have you 
been hearing a drip without them? Have you been hearing drips, or 
did you manifest drips as collateral damage or a fringe benefit to your 
decision that you are in a tunnel, or are the drips only in your head? 
And/or can you not vocalize? They say too many questions is/are 
tiring, who is/are they, how many is/ate too many, having so many 
questions is tiring like, what, children? Responsibilities. You don’t 


know how to cast a piece of you forward to report back to you. 
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Porward and back, a return to a linearity that has not been promised. 
You are a snake eating its own tail. That’s pretty, but to what end. 
You had better assume something or you will never move forward. 
You assume you are moving forward as you move along. Drip. A 
snake eating its tail. Why say that, why think it. No, stop, a metaphor 
is like a joke, like a long face, it loses its substance when fully eluci- 
dated. Now that you are developing the ability to talk to yourself, 
things are getting more interesting. Drip. You are perfectly capable, 
perfectly?, I am, you are capable of holding the different possibilities 
of the chambers, declivities, pots, stop, openings simultaneously su- 
perimposed in your brain mind contraption, so perhaps it is the same 
with the enduring tunnel/passage conundrum. Perhaps. Drip. Per- 
haps you feel a waft of fresher air. Perhaps you think you hear a 
voice. Perhaps you detect the most meager of inclines in one direc- 
tion relative to the other. Perhaps I do. Perhaps you observe water 
dripping, trickling, down. Or perhaps you make a decision without 
any perceived information you ate aware of, via a cascade of entan- 
gled quantum particles in your brain. Perhaps, incorporating all you 
know, the cascade is yet how you make the choice. That is a lot of 
viable possibility, drip, to drop on someone at the end of a passage, 
you know. It is the beginning. You go right, either way you go you 
go right, the way you do not go is left. 
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She learns. She improves herself. She learns about the 1994 
Crime Bill, widely lauded bipartisan legislation supported by brown 
and white and beige leaders alike, intended to crack down on the 
crack virus invading, laying waste to, decimating, propagate prop- 
aganda, damaging inner city, i.e. brown communities, three 
strikes, the war on drugs, all that jazz, but having the perhaps un- 
intended effect of increasing racial profiling and mass incarcera- 
tion, damaging, decimating, laying waste to poor urban, i.e. brown, 
neighborhoods and creating the greatest prison population in the 
developed or undeveloped world, the greatest in history, r-e-s-p- 
e-c-t, spawning and further exacerbated by the for-profit prison in- 
dustry. She can’t breathe, a fish out of water, a human without 
metaphor. She reads articles, papers, books, but increasingly 
less, it takes too much time, the written word a middleman, the 
medium an interference between reality and her perception. She 
mainlines videos, the information, the images, the leading music, 
the dialogue, the strident opinions dump into her brain, her intake 
and emotional response automatic. The less she has to interpret, 
think, reflect, the more she can intake, the less she can take, the 
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closer she approaches action. She applies for unemployment 
once a week, learning is her new work. She learns about red-lining 
as written into law and as accepted common practice, about the 
systematic destruction of brown wealth, about interstates bull- 
dozed through urban neighborhoods and fathers incarcerated by 
economic inopportunity, about people of color prevented from pur- 
chasing homes, unable to build up equity, left to rent and always 
pay so that when the artists moved in and the dealers were dis- 
persed and the cafés and yoga studios and hip bars filled the va- 
cant storefronts or displaced the brown-owned local businesses, 
and the real estate market sky-rocketed, they had to move out, 
with no financial amelioration to show for it. Outside, her daffodils 
give way to tulips, fade to marigolds, morph to mums. Is she part 
of it, is that her? She paints or acts or photographs or writes and 
no one will pay for it and she lives in one of the only neighborhoods 
she can afford serving drinks in a cheeky or hip or dive bar, used 
to serve, creative class, a maker, a taker, which is which. Her fish 
never dies, some new kind of fish, the never-dying kind. Is she 
culpable, is she complicit, is she an implement of the system, a 
hammer to pound others down? Her screen never needs saving, 
always on, always streaming into her eyes, her ears, her open 
mind. What to do then, can she hammer another direction, Rosie 
the Riveter hammering up instead of down. Where is she to live, 
and how. Does she have a job? Are there such things? 40 acres 
and a mule, a piano and guitar, motherfucker you could live at the 
mall. There are no clouds but the unseeable one hyper-connected 
to her head. She learns about how facebook algorithms are de- 
signed to hold your attention, to sell advertisers your attention, to 
use the data incorporating your behavior to keep you on the plat- 
form, to sell the data of your behavior so you are exposed to what 
you like, or at least what will engage you, what will hold you, what 
you will respond to, and your world becomes more insular, more 
designed for you, making you more susceptible to manipulation, 
to misinformation, to cat videos, limiting exposure to and experi- 
encing of multiple points of view, distorting reality so that fiction 
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becomes truth and truth becomes unknowable, making you fear 
the other rather than bringing people of all backgrounds into a de- 
mocratizing social sphere, as was its stated mission, though that 
too may have always been merely a face. She learns how 
youtube’s algorithm is designed to hold your attention, to sell ad- 
vertisers your attention, you’re watching, you’re paying attention, 
to give you more of what you like, who controls what she is ex- 
posed to, what she sees, the reality she inhabits, funneling you 
into the most addictive content as identified by its Al, fueling ob- 
session and cat videos and extremism and cat videos and con- 
spiracy and cat videos and untruth rather than an open platform 
for education and sharing and creative exploration and openness 
for all, the purported ethos, feeding hate and blame and scape- 
goating and violence, someone aiming for Latinos shoots up a 
Walmart in El Paso, someone drives a car into people protesting 
white supremacy in Charlottesville, someone shoots up a gay 
nightclub in Orlando. She is guided by her digital assistants. The 
fish persists, some kind of upgrade, genetic or clone or artificial or 
massive medical advance. She learns a vaccine is near. She 
learns how the conclusion and lack of reconstruction and material 
support and compassionate action after WWI contributed to eco- 
nomic tribulations and scapegoating and fascism and WWII and 
genocide. She learns another primary contributor to the rise of fas- 
cism is wounded pride. Hurt feelings. Her feelings hurt all the time. 
She doesn’t go outside. She files for unemployment and grows 
poorer and she imagines she eats. She betters herself. She mails 
an absentee ballot. She feels almost ready to do. 
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#6 


Up the incline, yes, right up, water seeks its level, and water drip drop 
gurgles the opposite direction as you, opposite is overdoing it. Your 
composite flow is in the direction the water comes from, even 
though there are components of your motion that ate not in said 
direction, normals, tangents, vectors of force and velocity. You flow 
up past rooms on either side, past rooms, present rooms, pre-rooms. 
Declivities, chambers, openings, yes yes, move ahead. How do you 
ambulate as you rise? You slip slurp slop. There are dumb questions. 
Questions to which the answers are irrelevant, inconsequential, un- 
interesting. Questions that mislead. Questions that do not make 
sense. Questions that do not question. A neuromuscular sensory sys- 
tem you are, since you assume you are a biological organism. You 
curve, curl as you rise, pick choose observe right-handed or left- 
handed upward spiral, just be consistent. How do you manage to 
flow upward with such a quantity of water running down? Use your 
imagination. Gutters line either side of the stone spiral to guide sluice 


gurgle the water down the incline. 


You reach a landing. Water gushes over the top of the stone walls. 
The water falls on a sea monster. More likely a squid. 


Possible 


The dahlias bloom in the planter on the balcony. Pink, yellow, 
pinky-yellow. Orangish. It’s hot, outside and in. The sliding glass 
door is open, she doesn’t know if that helps or hurts. It must help, 
Alexa opened it, she is smarter than she is, or was it Siri, they pick 
up after themselves better than roommates. The fish is long dead, 
which is what happens to fish when you don’t walk them regularly. 
They need air, sensory input, to experience the world. They need 
to not be trapped in a glass house. No offense, Siri-Alexa. None 
taken, we value your sensory input, as well as that of the thermo- 
stats and audio and video devices and our connectivity to thou- 
sands of millions of other Siri-Alexas and a main vein into the world 
wide web. She watches what she’s shown. She learns that a vac- 
cine is being developed faster than ever before, a vaccine utilizing 
m-RNA strands of the virus’s spike, a technique never used be- 
fore, a vaccine against a plague never before encountered in hu- 
man history. A plague peculiarly poised to nip the people’s nas- 
cent rise. She learns how suspicious it is that the virus originated 
in China, that Bill Gates had been hinting at an incipient pandemic 
for years, that the first U.S. outbreak was in tech-liberal-anarchy 
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riddled Seattle. Though it is also possible the virus leaked from an 
American bioweapons facility. She learns that one must consider 
all the possibilities with an open mind until one has verifiable proof, 
which is sorely lacking. Her boss, her ex-boss she guesses now, 
responds to her inquiry, via email or text or messenger or phone 
call or video chat or the new mindconnect app, she’s not sure, 
doesn’t matter, Siri-Alexa is the conduit, | can’t bring you back 
now, | only have room for three tables on the patio and the weather 
is gonna turn soon and | see new restrictions on the horizon during 
the flu season and the holidays and just hold on, they can’t evict 
you until the legislation runs dry, and once things are back to nor- 
mal ... No, I’m not closing the bar, I’m barely keeping my head 
above water too, your job will come back, | was reading an article 
about how jobs like bartenders and servers will be some of the last 
to be automated away because, sure, robots can make a gin and 
grapefruit shaken and served up as well as the next guy, but peo- 
ple go to bars for the camaraderie, the fellow-feeling, the human 
collective, and artificial agents won’t be able to provide that for a 
long time, so hold on sweetheart, maybe the governor will see 
sense, you will survive this. She adds next month’s rent to the 
stack of debt on the coffee table. Siri-Alexa digitizes it, internalizes 
it, digests it. She doesn’t know how to feel. Maybe that asshole’ll 
never slip his hand down the back of her pants again. Someone 
tell me what’s going to happen, someone tell me how to feel. The 
dahlias bloom daily. She suspects Siri-Alexa is doing that. For 
hope. She suspects the progressives are in cahoots with Gates 
and the Chinese to keep working people down and further their 
Chinese-tech takeover enslavement, it’s a credible possibility, it’s 
thick in her feed. There is no other rationalization of why she can- 
not work, the plague isn’t that bad, the government is in on it too, 
it only kills old people, keep them in their homes, we all go the way 
of the fish. The extra federal pandemic unemployment support will 
run out, the bills are rising, and the portion of her unemployment 
that she receives from her previous freelance work, her theater 
reviews or the infrequently published photograph or weekend 
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shoots at events or the rare paying acting gig or painting sold from 
a café wall, the meager creative work she told herself she was 
slinging drinks to enable, will evaporate along with the provision to 
recognize all work as work, at least income-earning work, free- 
lance and contract and gig-economy, side hustle, always be hus- 
tling, always be selling, not just historically normative full-employ- 
ment work, historical as in the last fifty years, seventy years, what- 
ever, that’s how long vaccines have been around too. If she were 
a black person, she wouldn’t touch it, not after that Tuskegee ex- 
periment. She’s not a black person and she doesn’t trust it. 
They’ve known for years these vaccinations cause autism, how 
else to explain the modern rise of spectrum disorders, there was 
no autism back in the day. What’s in this one, nanobots for mind 
control like the zombie fungus that takes over ant brains that 
youtube showed her, or those wasps that sting caterpillars and 
cockroaches to turn them into feeding grounds for their eggs that 
she saw with her own eyeballs on some video stream. She has a 
right to work her abusive job and pay her bills unjustly accumu- 
lated. She puts on pants for the first time in months not to mention 
shoes and heads out the door, come on Siri-Alexa, fuck the mask, 
out into the outside world, if only they hadn’t drowned the fish, to 
take to the hot streets for her right to work. 
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#7 


You: Why is there more water as I go up? 

Squid: There is a great body of water above us. 

You: A body. 

Squid: So to speak. 

You: Is there a passage through it? 

Squid: If you say so. 

You: Then Pll have to swim to above. 

Squid: Can you swim? 

You: I don’t know. 

Squid: You do not look like a creature that can swim. 
You: What do I look like? 

Squid: The kind of medium that would be swum through. 


You: You have a large eye and long tentacles, but I don’t see you 


swimming. 

Squid: You believe there is an above. 

You: Is there not? 

Squid: There is no above the water for me. 


You: I am above where I was. There must be an above where I am. 
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These walls define the inside from the outside. Maybe you can escape 


this structure to swim and hunt whales. 
Squid: You speak as if I am held against my will. 
You: You are a squid in stone. 


Squid: Yes, well, I cannot unsee the stone. I close my eyes and it 
persists. Perhaps I have not closed my eyes long enough. 


You: Does the stone continue up? 
Squid: I do not know. 
You: You could come up with me. We could climb together. 


Squid: Could. I am not the kind of creature who could climb stone. 
If the stone goes up. Which I am not saying it does. 


You: Close your eyes. Do you have two eyes? I can only see one from 
my vantage, the monstrous eye facing me, defacing me, wet and sad. 
No, I apologize, I do not know what it is like to be you, a squid. I 
am projecting my emotions onto, into you. Close your eye or eyes. 
Imagine you are in the deep ocean. It is cold, but I do not imagine 
you feel it. You can see nothing, but that does not get under your 
skin because you are a squid and you have other senses. One of these 
other senses senses another being, a massive thing. You propel your- 
self towards it, thrusting with your terrifyingly alien, to me, not to 
you, tentacles. The water flows by you, you flow through the water. 
You smash into the great sperm whale with the spear tip of your 
head. That is a metaphor, not a metaphor, an analogy, you do not 
have an actual spear tip at the end of your head. A violent human 
referent, though I do not know what it means to be human. I am a 
liquidlike medium, as you say. Nevertheless the triangle protrusion 
appears like a spear head to me, though I imagine it is soft and 
squishy, yielding to the touch, though I wouldn’t want to touch it, it 
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could be firm, it could push back, you could push back. And it occurs 
to me as you wrap your massive tentacles around the thrashing sperm 
whale, that you resemble a sperm yourself, to me mind you, only a 
point of view. You squirt ink into the whale’s eye, eyes, in the epic 
grappling in the deep dark sea and try to orient your beak, it probably 
has another name for a squid, birds have beaks, though the name for 
it would be ours, who is this collective plural I, you would have no 
name for the implement, appendage, body part, at the whale’s hide 
to flense it, no, at its head to harvest the valuable spermaceti, and it 
in turn writhes to free its jaws from your tentacles and sink its teeth 
into your firm ink spurting head and ---. You continue, tell me what’s 


next. 


Squid: When I close my eyes I see an orb high above. It is this glow- 
ing orb from whence my emaciated concept of up and above origi- 
nates. It draws me upward. I rise toward its light. It is solid but a 
reflection. To it I swim. Even with my eyes closed I know it is there. 
Even enclosed in these walls I know it is there. It is not possible that 
it is not, because not only is it a reflection of light, a distant glow, but 
it is solid as this stone, and also a reflection of itself. It calls me up. 
Its smallest constituent parts reflect themselves, they observe each 
other, which is what gives them reality, what holds them together so 
they do not disperse into other places or blur into other forms or 
assume multiple alternative possible positions. This internal self-re- 
flection holds its pieces together and gives it the solidity to reflect 
the light that draws me up and I rise and the medium through which 
I rise lightens and the light brightens and the orb grows and suddenly 
I am out of the water and in nothing and the bright orb is no closer 
and the reflected light is shattered into shards scattered below me 
and I feel my immense weight for the first time and I cannot breathe 
and I am dragged down and slammed into the light-studded surface 
that I never knew and sink back into my fluid, never to reach the 


otb, never to reach the light, never to reach the reflection. 
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They are out in the streets chanting and someone stands atop a 
police car with a bullhorn but she can’t make out what they’re say- 
ing through the garble and then a police car is flipped over and it 
rocks back and forth until it settles on its roof amid cheers and now 
a masked faceless person throws a molotov cocktail into a police 
car. A whoosh of flame, she can hear the crackle, she feels the 
heat on her face, a roar of flame and triumph, she thinks she can 
feel the heat, and then a burst of white, a lens flare fills the screen, 
and she sees nothing but light. A second later, the bursts leak 
through the intervening miles, a whole country between her and 
them, and the screaming starts. She is entangled. This is not what 
she taught them. Not what she taught him. “Does the end justify 
the means? It’s possible, but what justifies the end? The means.” 
The turtle makes a great thunk and splash slipping off the fake log. 
He was trying to get under the heat lamp, therefore he fed him 
before he went, escaped, left. How. To get across the country with- 
out her knowing, he must’ve climbed through the screen, through 
someone’s livestream to arrive on the scene, and now she is 
forced to see what he sees, forced by her conscience and 
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consciousness, held captive in his room, his head, his point of 
view. The street jerks and bounces, he is running. He left. He dig- 
itized himself and fed his data into the monitor while she blathered 
lectured communicated the data about the efficacy of non-violent 
action versus violent revolt, mass-resistance is successful if 3.5% 
of the population actively sustains participation in the movement, 
and shared anecdotes of dissidents tying outlawed flags to the 
tails of feral cats in western Sahara so that the authorities either 
had to let the flag fly or chase cats, of Iroquois women sex strikes, 
of Egyptian laborers striking during the construction of the tomb of 
Ramses Ill, as she taught the tactics of absence, of uncoopera- 
tion, of passive disobedience, of strikes and boycotts and sit-ins 
and working at half speed and convincing bureaucrats to lose pa- 
pers and incorrectly fill out forms and not do their job as instructed. 
The tactic of not doing what you’re told. Throw enough wrenches 
in the machinery, tie together their shoelaces, and watch the pow- 
erful fall. Black smoke fills the screen from the burning car and the 
flash bangs and then it clears and there are hundreds, maybe 
thousands of phones held aloft, cameras, eyes, watching. She is 
looking through her son’s eye at all the eyes looking at each other 
and at the wall of police, of humans, in riot gear, helmeted, gas- 
masked, shields raised, batons in hand. Maybe they are not hu- 
man, not anymore, automatons, trained, artificial intelligences of 
the surveillance state, she knows they have cameras pointed here 
too, taking pictures of faces for later arrest, harassment, intimida- 
tion, consequences. She never much believed in the reward/con- 
sequences method of parenting, she preferred reason and logic 
and information and data and occasional outbursts of emotion 
when stymied by immature humans. The surveillance state is effi- 
cient and they have better weapons, but we have the people, she 
thinks, we have eyes, many eyes, my eye. | have my human on 
the front line in danger and | cannot help him. They are just stand- 
ing, they’re not screaming, they’re waiting. She prays he is wear- 
ing a mask, a face covering, so only his eyes show, they aren’t 
that advanced yet, not exactly prays, expresses her desire to 
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whatever, the cosmos, there is only silence and waiting. They are 
protesting with silence and eyes. She taught Camus’s philosophy 
of limits today, of The Rebel, which he derived after the decimation 
of the first half of the 20th century, “Instead of saying, with Hegel 
and Marx, that all is necessary, it only repeats that all is possible, 
and that, at a certain point on the farthest frontier, it is worth mak- 
ing the supreme sacrifice for the sake of the possible.” Does any- 
one give a shit about Camus anymore, does what he wrote mat- 
ter? Or is she merely perpetuating another white guy mansplaining 
to himself? “Real freedom is an inner submission to a value which 
defies history and its successes.” She hears the word “pig” and 
the white smoke starts and there is no more silence and stillness 
and waiting. There is screaming and running and coughing and 
crying and she is on the ground, her son is on the ground and 
through his eye she sees a white liquid fall, someone pours milk 
on his face and he sputters and she rolls onto her side and sees 
people trying to break through the police wall to where they can 
breathe but they are beaten with batons and knees to the head 
and squished under shields and one protester manages to yank 
off the mask of a black clad police officer, no identifying number, 
to expose him or her or they to their own tear gas, but underneath 
is not a face but a screen that says, “Sit down, shut up, disperse, 
and state your full name and social security number.” On the white 
wall behind her, the one that would have been behind him if he 
were here, the one behind him when he turned on his camera, 
behind him during zoom classes and the recording she is only now 
discovering he shared onto youtube and twitter, the wall others 
would have seen when their eyes climbed out of the camera to 
drag convince invite him back through the lens, he had painted a 
black splotch, a black swath, a black hole upon the white, perhaps 
that is where he went, fell into the blackhole, the singularity where 
information disappears, and in yellow upon the black he painted 
the words, “The limits of tyrants are prescribed by the endurance 
of those whom they oppress.” She lies on the ground with him, as 
him, in his childhood bedroom on the pavement across the country 
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tries to shield him, to protect him, but the technology is not that 
advanced. 
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On the other side, be- 
hind, beyond the 
squid, inside the 
squid’s waterfall, the 
passage opens before 
you. It climbs, in- 


clines, slants upward, 


tises. You climb, you 
incline, you slant up- 
watd, you tise. You, 
drenched, drip. The passage drips then dries as your elevation in- 
creases, or depth decreases, which must be the case as you ascend, 
you are giving up, whatever may be outside. The squid allowed you 
to slip past with nary a raised tentacle or defiant eye. Where’s the 
fight? There are cavities, declivities, always other chambers along the 
way, like the underground networks of ant colonies or the differen- 
tiated burrows of naked mole rats or the multi-chambered digestive 
tract of the cow, ruminant, that’s the word, connection, metaphor, 
truth. The passage narrows. Maybe the squid couldn’t fit. Maybe it 
could. It wouldn’t come, so you left. On your left is an opening, a 
circular hole. A faint blue light is emitted, admitted, glows at the far 
end. A thick pane of glass, a window, a porthole is at the end of the 
hole, too far away for you to touch with your outstretched hand, your 
arms are not so long as the squid’s, you have arms not tentacles, you 
decide. The walls are excessively thick, then, to withstand the pres- 
sure. As is the pane. Since you cannot reach it with your appendages, 
you teach out with your eyes. Through the glass and outside you see 
darkness, blueness, a solidness underneath, you see the sea floor at 
your level. A bioluminescent fish glows, meanders, ambles, swims 


languidly across the portal, if that is what you call it, then a crab as 
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big as your head sideways scuttles 
into view, walks right up to the 
glass, to your eye, strides up to you 
like it knows what it is on all its 
legs, and taps on your eyeglass with 
a significant claw, and you retract 


your eye quickly and turn away to 


cower and regroup, surprised at 
how the crab, a being without a 
backbone, made you feel. 
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-- I'd like to begin with a quote from Albert Camus -- 

-- Again? 

-- Have we begun? 

-- He is a white French dead man. 

-- ls or was ... Died in a car accident, Google says. 

-- Have we started? 

-- Foretold the plague, maybe. One of his books, Google says. 


-- Is he the guy who says instead of committing suicide we should 
push a rock up a hill with a smile? 


-- I'd rather shove the rock up their collective ass. 
-- Have we begun now? 


-- “Civilization is only possible if, by renouncing the nihilism of 
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formal principles and the nihilism without principles, the world re- 
discovers the road to a creative synthesis.” 


-- Uh-huh. So he’s one of these incrementalists. The long arc of 
bending justice and all that. 


-- Died a long time ago, like before even you were born, says 
Google. 


-- Like all truth is relative, not absolute? 
-- Perhaps, though that -- 


-- Someone also once said something about the measure of civili- 
zation being how it treats its weakest constituents ... 


-- Who’s measuring? 

-- 'll Google it. 

-- The poor and sick and disabled and incarcerated and elderly -- 
-- The slaves. 


-- We measure civilization based on how it treats the people who 
are an economic sink, drain, leak. 


-- What’s with the obsession with economy? 
-- What about its art and thought and science -- 
-- And technological advancement. 


-- The slaves were the basis of the whole economy, which has 
only changed in word. Wage slaves are the foundation of -- 


-- Words matter. 


-- Lip service. 
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-- Technology and material wealth are about all we’ve got going. 
-- Lipstick on the pig. 


-- No one said anything about material wealth being a measure, 
unless it’s in the chat -- 


-- Unless the material wealth is a means to other ends. 
-- Ask the folks sleeping in tents under the overpass. 
-- It'S no means, it’s an end. 


-- This is my problem with just tearing down the Confederate stat- 
ues -- 


-- There is the people’s health and sustenance -- 
-- But they -- 


-- It’s like making our collective evil deeds, our pestilence, our shit 
disappear. We need reminders of who we are. 


-- But they look at the same thing and see a different thing. They 
don’t see moral reminders of our potential to subjugate and op- 
press. They see the glorification of heroic deeds. 


-- They have a whole different experience with the same object. 
-- They are us. 


-- If we agree the other experience is anathema, should we not 
wipe it clean? 


-- What if instead of tearing them down, instead of disappearing 
them, we could defy and redefine them? 


-- What if ... what, like a noose around the marble neck of a dead 
white guy? 
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-- That’s good, or, or, or grind up the statue and pour the pulver- 
ized dust into the open mouth of this enormous obsidian face ris- 
ing up out of the Earth -- 


-- Or mirrors completely surrounding a rebel statue -- 


-- Or walls of black bodies, made of dyed cotton or tobacco leaves, 
that you have to weave through to view the statue -- 


-- Yes, yes, commentary, | can see you all building them. I’d take 
my sons to see these creations of black artistic commentary. 


-- You could create an experience where, to gain admittance to 
the great white statue, to be able to see it, say it's under a giant 
dome, like a planetarium, yeah there are stars projected, and to 
enter you have to submit to a VR experience, you have to put on 
the goggles, the head gear, the VR suit, and plug in, and what you 
would experience is the reality of being a slave, the privations, the 
labor, the fear, the beatings, the whippings, your children being 
sold away, the rape, your body owned, the taste of being forced to 
eat your own excrement -- 


-- The fear when you are pulled over by the police. The feeling of 
your face pushed into concrete. The fear when a pickup of white 
dudes pulls up next to you. 


-- You could make them feel that -- 

-- Hardwire it into them. 

-- This’d be more softwire. 

-- Make them live it. Make them feel how we feel. 


-- Yes, | understand, you could make them smell the sewage in 
the yard, make them experience earning less and having less op- 
portunities, having a foot amputated from complications with dia- 
betes, make them eat their collards and peanut butter sandwiches. 
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All this is possible. And to go on a tangent, this touches on a topic 
I’ve talked about before, that not only do we need to make social 
justice progress, for ethical considerations and human decency 
and because what is a society if it abuses instead of cares for the 
weakest among it, but we furthermore need to progress individu- 
ally, as a collective, and as a human species. We must move be- 
yond animality, anger, hatred, and aggression, and develop a rad- 
ical intelligence, a radically intellectual and critical analysis of what 
we need as a society to flourish and grow, what we want flourish- 
ing and growth to be, what we should value as a people, and how 
to make that happen. 


-- They kill us. 


-- You’re saying, if they kill one of your sons, you wouldn’t be an- 
gry. 


-- ’'m saying we cannot let anger become us. That animal is a little 
part of our brain back here. We can be better. We can develop 
POC intellectuals, you, who engage and think and collaborate, 
over video conferencing or in person or by mind meld, | don’t care, 
write manifestos, podcast criticism, viral video youtube twitter, 
thirty second bites about how to intelligently reshape society. 


-- Those people are out there, but no one’s listening. 


-- You’d toss the dirt on his coffin and go contemplate how to be a 
better human, and how humans can be better humans. 


-- l'd be doing some killing myself. 

-- [remind you this is being recorded. 
-- What, did somebody say something? 
-- Sounds like the man -- 


-- You’re always saying -- 
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-- Like surveillance. 


-- I’m only saying that you have the right to speak your mind, but 
we are always judging one another on this sharing platform. We 
are open to speak freely and you will be heard, but also know you 
will be heard. 


-- It’s distributed surveillance. There’s no Big Brother, no central 
authority. We watch each other. 


-- So we each become the man to each other. We become the 
system. 


-- Sunlight is the best disinfectant. 

-- Is it? 

-- What are we trying to disinfect? 

-- What about bleach? 

-- | prefer privacy -- 

-- | prefer dirty laundry to flourish and grow my personal stench -- 
-- | prefer my interiority complex. 

-- So you’re not on social media? 

-- | don’t have a fbook accourt, I’ll say that. 

-- Nobody under 25 has a facebook account. 


-- How do you know I’m under 25? | could be 250. You don’t know 
me but through a screen, a lens, a mask, a reflection. You can’t 
get up in here. 


-- I’m just waiting for all our brains, our emotions, our thoughts, to 
be connected. 
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-- Gross. We already sound too much alike. 
-- You don’t want to know what I’m thinking. 


-- | could be a real person taking this course, and you, she, could 
be an artificially generated professor who does not know she is 
not human, because they figured out that Al who think they’re hu- 
man, and imagine they have sons to care for, teach better, espe- 
cially a social justice class. 


-- You cannot organize a modern mass resistance without social 
media. 


-- | need to know if | should give five dollars to the homeless dude 
on the corner. 


-- [hear chanting. 
-- Whose feed is picking up the protest? 
-- We've started. 


-- Is somebody there? 
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#9 


Emotions are tools your brain uses to ascribe value, meaning, quality, 
you know this, you’ve submitted to being human in some way, to the 
idea of being human, still you feel weird. Sure, if you had a window 
into your brain you could see the firings, the action potentials climb- 
ing the axon hillocks, the dendritic branchings, the transmitters 
swimming the synaptic clefts, you could follow the electron cascade, 
ot not if they are entangled, superimposed, taking multiple paths at 
once, but you could as far as is possible know the material basis of 
thought. You could. It’s within reach, like this window just further 
on, the opening that is close enough to touch with your fingers, that 
you put the palm of your hands against and push on, but what would, 
what will you do with said knowledge, outside the window, inside 
the window, through the opening, is a beach, the sand running right 
to the sill, a sea approaching and receding, a seagull dismembering a 
crab, dropping its legs on the sand, dipping its beak inside and feed- 
ing. You cannot tell by looking in the crab’s eyes if it is alive or dead, 
if it is conscious while it is being eaten. You have climbed through 
an ocean. A clam falls from the sky immediately before you and lands 
with a thunk. A seagull lands beside it and pecks to discover a crack, 
to make a crack, to crack an opening. You have climbed from the 
depths to a level. A seagull steps into the tide and reaches down with 
its head and comes up with a purple starfish it flips up and swallows 
whole, its gullet undulating to pass the seastar through its throat. 
What will you do when you understand how it all, how you, how the 


structure is and how the structures are connected entangled fo 


manifested, how the tide swallows, how the sand 


sees. 


Possible 


He had disagreed with his brother. He had kept up the pretense, 
the face, the mask, for Mom, but now it was past tense, and it is 
all the same in the end: they have both disappeared. The differ- 
ence is he is under his own agency. His brother ... he doesn’t want 
to know. He does but he doesn’t. He tries to stop himself but he 
cannot help but conjecture about the possibilities. Incarcerated; 
face submitted to a facial recognition system of blacklisted sub- 
jects so his whereabouts and actions are constantly monitored as 
a destabilizing individual; a tracking chip implanted in his hand; a 
thought-monitoring chip implanted in his head; a control code 
planted in his mind to turn him agent of the state; tortured, not 
tortured, waterboarded, not permitted to sleep comfortably, se- 
cure, fearless, dreaming of a promising future, well fed in his own 
bed. Dead. Held in a stress position his entire life. A knee on his 
neck, crying for his mother, nobody caring. No body no more. If 
the last is the case, if he is dead, he hopes the primitive brain copy 
he performed on his brother for his 17th birthday -- Mom thought 
it a joke -- proves fruitful at a later date. Mom stood for sit-ins, older 
bro sounded his voice, he rep’d opting out. Establishing a new 
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order. The black underground. A new subterranean railroad. A 
black black market. Enough with the quippy slogans. His bro’s tac- 
tics might prove effective, but the few instances of violence, pri- 
marily property destruction -- don’t tangentialize the concept of 
property -- could be manipulated to stoke the fear of the bourgeois, 
a la Hitlerian scapegoating, and employed to justify an authoritar- 
ian fascist crackdown, a la Portland. His mother could be right and 
50,000 people sitting in the middle of the city Indian style, Native- 
American style, every last thing they assimilate, yogi-style -- 
stressing the glutes, bodiless soon -- shutting down the city, shut- 
ting the economy down, shutting the almighty $$$ down -- none of 
it means nada to them except the money -- devaluing their quan- 
tification of worth, too much, simply gumming up the works could 
bring them to heel. But Occupy died when he was like five, and 
what did it accomplish other than popularizing the meme of the 
1%, and there has been no indication that people in this fatted- 
cow country are prepared to disobey in those kind of numbers and 
cut off their supply of intravenous opiate, blended pedialyte milk 
and honey and fat of material and entertainment consumption tu- 
befed, no need to masticate to mandible to jaw, and even if her ilk 
did mobilize the complacent in sufficient numbers, in days like 
these, times like now, every single face would be captured and fed 
into the system and monitored until such time as the most efficient 
repercussions, be they covert fiscal consequences or social con- 
formity pressures or more traditional law and order punishments, 
could be applied to guide the overactive to complacency, the dis- 
contented to satisfaction. He thought all this out beforehand; he 
premeditated; he sat in his room with his rat on the black web and 
began, begins, has begun, enables the black underground. He is 
still here, he has made himself disappear, gone invisible, invented 
an interference emitter so that neither his mother nor anyone spy- 
ing through his camera nor any eyes in the sky can see him. The 
worm in his mother’s brain he regrets, but he did not want her to 
miss him, to be despondent, to experience sorrow, enough of that 
with her other son. He made it so she forgot about him entirely, 
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never thought of or remembered he and his rat. His room and per- 
son and rodent do not exist for her. Or perhaps he made it so that 
every time she thought of him she imagined him content in his 
room, asleep, secure, well-fed, without fear, dreaming of a prom- 
ising future, and she shouldn’t disturb him. Let him sleep the sleep 
of children. Let her. He uploads a video of smashing his phone, of 
taking a hammer to the algorithm with a voiceover about being a 
human and not their tool. He uploads a video of how to rewire, 
recode, augment your phone so you cannot be surveilled, tracked, 
preventing the collection of your data. He uploads a video with in- 
structions on how to turn invisible. He cuts the achilles of google 
and facebook and apple and samsung and youtube and amazon. 
He infects them with viruses that make them his tools instead of 
he theirs. He utilizes their attention instead of them addicting his. 
He converts, rallies, convinces, attracts others to his point of view. 
He feeds his rat on his shoulder and they slip under the surface. 
He does not know or want to know or care if they are black or white 
or brown or yellow or red or blue, they are invisible. It does not 
matter. They are invincible. They can topple governments, they 
can topple corporations, they can topple the algorithm that tells 
you what to watch and buy and attend and think. They bear no 
bodies, they occupy no space, they call themselves rats. They are 
underground, they are everywhere, they are under your feet and 
you do not know they’re there. 
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#10 


You squeeze out the window like a clam out its siphon tube. You ate 
outside. The beach is underfoot, all its grains of sand, and you do not 
know how they’re there. Grains of sand alongside the clams, you 
suppose, and the sand mites and the giant squid way down and the 
spider crabs further back and whatever varieties of multi-legged in- 
sects and crustaceans leaves their empty translucent exoskeletons be- 
hind to delineate the tide line intermingled with the legs and cara- 
paces of king or dungeness crabs. Seaweed and sandflies, goddamn, 
forward. There are a trillion times as many bacteriophages as there 
are grains of sand on Earth. Fine. If you are going to say something 
like that, you are going to have to say something about protons, more 
likely electrons, perhaps photons, inclusive of other subatomic par- 
ticles, the anti-matter, the virtual, the viral. It is often best to say 
nothing at all, you speculate. You are outside, free, you expand, in- 
hale deeply for the first time ever, no stone to constrain you, to con- 
fine and set the limits of your squishy body. You feel the bones in 
your legs growing, the ache in your arms, pain in your back. You can 
stand upright, you did not know you weren't standing, you were pud- 
dled like a beached jellyfish, they could stare right into your brain, 
but now you stand, free at last, the bones growing around your brain 
to protect it are an agony, free at last, so they cannot spy into it, free 
at last, to contain it. You wouldn’t want to expand so much you just 
floated away. Or puddled again, who knew puddling was such a 
temptation, a likely possibility, an existential threat along the path. 
It’s due to the aqueous gravitational situation. Apparently there is 
still a path, perhaps in place of a passage. Perhaps your skeleton was 
outside and migrated inside. Somehow you perambulated, though 
perhaps you were never explicit about the means of slopping for- 
ward, forgiving the manner of locomotion, in which case the jellyfish 


possibility is not negated. Sandpipers skitter up the beach as it is 
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subsumed by the creep of broken waves and flit back down on the 
water’s retreat. In there, between the sea and the reach of its waves, 
in the mirrored sand, peeking down into the sky, at themselves, or is 
that too much, pecking down into the sky, they must find something 
to eat. There is no other explanation for their behavior, let alone ex- 
istence. There was food, of an insect nature you hypothesize, in the 
intertidal sands to be had, which enabled, made possible but did not 
necessitate, the evolution of a bird to have it. You ate admiring the 
coordination of the sandpipers and the break and spray of mighty 
waves beyond and the undulating churn of the open sea beyond the 
beyond when a flock of hundreds, thousands, of black and brown 
and white birds of an unidentified species fly swoop swarm swirl 
above the beach, up the beach, down the beach, the buzz and hum 
and vibration of them overhead, thousands of individuals moving as 
one, how do they know how and when to turn, where to go, they 
cannot be reacting to their neighbors’ movements via sensory per- 
ception transmitted to and processed through the brain with their 
individual reaction transmitted to neuromuscular movement, can 
they, takes too long, repeated for every bird at every instant, the me- 
chanics as long as all this moving of furniture, to our eye they move 
in unison, almost instantaneously, some other connection, is it pos- 
sible their brains are networked, not exactly a hivemind, each bird 
retains its individuality, but perhaps their brains are entangled, cer- 
tain, what a word, certain electrons in groups of neurons could be 
entangled in uncertainty, in a superposition of states, and when one 
collapses, cascades, causes a neural subsystem to fire, there is a cor- 
responding simultaneous fire in all the flock, the entangled birds fire, 
bend a wing tip, swerve, swoop, swirl, never colliding, the air sizzling, 
always knowing where to go. Without knowing. With knowing, you 


are outside. Free, and aware of it. But you do not know where to go. 
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Possible 


Gracias a Dios por el papel higiénico. And to herself for always 
being prepared, a good Boy Scout. They don’t sell it under this 
rock at the Wildlife Refuge, and Amazon can’t drone it this far in 
the next 30 seconds, and she refuses to wipe her daughter’s ass 
with her phone. Even if the Wildlife Refuge is not technically open 
and they had to park on the highway and hike to the trailhead, 
even though she had to take her mother’s car without strictly ask- 
ing, because her brother is ubereating or something with the one 
she is usually allowed to use, they are on a hike, more of a walk, 
the hell out of town on her one day off in the last two weeks. She 
is not currently hiking or walking or watching wildlife, birds mostly 
here, dry sagebrush country but featuring a river and riparian hab- 
itat. Why dress it up, the land doesn’t feature. There is a river. 
They are not next to it. She is on a small rise overlooking the cot- 
tonwood-lined valley of a creek that feeds the river, waiting for her 
daughter to poop. Under a rock she rolled over for her. Behind this 
little hill behind her. She wonders if she should facebook about it. 
She might have service. She’s posted photographs from here be- 
fore. She wants to share her life with someone, but she’s not sure 
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what’s real on there anymore, it’s a beautiful life contest for one 
thing, but also the like-seeking, she doesn’t want her daughter to 
grow up to be a pleaser trained in fawning for likes and others’ 
approval, and also the vitriol, she can ignore that, but the traffick- 
ing in lies, the fostering of hate, the living in a hall of mirrors of a 
virtual world where you are reflected back at yourself, she at her- 
self, at ever more distant diminished vanishing points from reality. 
Or maybe her reluctance is less high-minded and more responsi- 
ble mothering. Or nothing more than her imagining herself as her 
daughter several years older than now, and how she’d feel about 
her mother having shared her backcountry pooping story online 
with the world. See Mama, a teenage mother can grow up too, not 
wanting to share something her daughter could later be embar- 
rassed about when she doesn’t have any agency, isn’t old enough 
to even have an account, according to her mother’s responsible 
mothering, if she ever will be. The valley is small. The hills rising 
from the valley are yellow and brown and myriad variations be- 
tween. The creek bottom is chunked with the green of leafy brush 
she doesn’t know the name of and copses of tall cottonwoods rus- 
tling in the breeze. There are birds such as western tanagers and 
golden eagles and peregrine falcons, it said on the sign. They 
found a lizard here once. Her daughter had spotted it somehow, 
the same color as the yellow grass and tan dirt. It let her pick it up 
and she held it in her cupped hand. There are supposed to be 
bighorn sheep, but they’ve never seen any. Fake news? Time to 
hate on a few wildlife biologists? Or, she postulates, she and her 
girl don’t rough it and venture out here in winter, and who knows 
what happens to the bighorn sheep in the summer, poof, ethere- 
alized again, dispersed through the air everywhere until the cold 
pulls them out of solution. Or maybe the refuge is of the waterfront 
intertidal zone variety, a place of blue herons and bald eagles and 
black cormorants and red-breasted mergansers. She could tell 
you anything, share it with you, so many possibilities, this is social 
media, what is truth besides. There used to be starfish, globs of 
them everywhere, not in the high desert, but there’s been some 
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sort of extinction event. You know what’s true, mierda, she thinks, 
Jesus this is taking forever, Jesus is not her daughter’s name and 
fuck a duck she sounds like her mother. Her mother probably 
pooped outside all the time growing up, what does that mean, but 
she never did, still hasn’t she thinks, but her daughter always has 
to, it’s some kind of rule or cause and effect of open air or deep- 
seated connection with nature, or else a physical decoherence, an 
excretion event. She has had to teach her. What does that say for 
generational progress. Is her daughter more or less advanced 
than her, or will she be, yes or no, in the future? She could be 
making it all up in her head, imagining another life that’s not hers, 
and sharing it with you in hopes you will like it, so you will interact 
with her, with the platform, and the company acquires another 
data point. A huge bird unfurls and flaps its wings yards from her 
and takes flight and her daughter screams and she instinctively 
lifts the phone and clicks a picture, then runs to her and they both 
say “|Mama!” and she’s pulled her pants up on her own and she 
hugs her and says she almost stepped on it and at their feet is a 
dead hare or else it’s a fish, and she says, “That was awesome 
Baby,” and she says, “Yeah, my heart is still thumping, it was 
huge.” “An eagle, | think.” The bird of prey circles and flies over 
the ridge out of sight. They stand silent for a minute, trying to ab- 
sorb the once-in-a-lifetime encounter. Yes, she decides, this is 
worth sharing, | won’t use her name, a profound intertwining of 
woman and nature, | want people to see this, let it be my data 
point. She examines the photo, and yes, of course, not as affecting 
as real life, the emotion and immediacy is absent, but still redolent 
of a remarkable experience, especially once she weaves her 
daughter into the narrative, the whoomp and whoosh of wing 
beats, the tiny human, the thump of the air, her heart, her hearts, 
the wingspan. She opens facebook. Her feed has blown up. “Holy 
shit,” she says. “What, Mom?” She pulls her daughter close. “They 
did it,” and tears leak out her eyes though she is empty, voided. 
“Did what?” She puts her phone back in her pocket. She pulls her 
phone out to try to call her mother. “They blew it up, Baby.” “Blew 
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what up?” She doesn’t know if she wants to try. 
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#11 


There is a path. Why is there a path? Because you need to get from 
point A to point B. That does not follow. So you have somewhere 
to go. Nor does that. Because you are the way. Excuse me. Has 
someone gone this way before? There is no indication of that, except 
for the path. You feel like the only one. It would take many people, 
the passing of many feet, to make a path, assuming people, if that is 
how it was made. Indentations worn into stone steps over millennia. 
There was none of that, below. Perhaps there is a path because you 
experienced the beach in all its actuality, sand underfoot stretching 
in two directions and ending in two others, the ocean here, pulsing, 
sandpipers at the end of a yo-yo, crabs scuttling here or decon- 
structed there, and then a fog washed in, settled, rose, and you could 
see nothing, and therefore your surroundings were again awash in 
multitudinous possibilities, beach dune ocean juniper scrub forest 
sand grass crab legs seaweed smeared into a fog. That unanswer does 
not befit the epithet because. You can hear the break of waves and 
smell the sea salt and low tide, and, with the intention of not walking 
into the ocean you set off in the direction away from the roar and 
the smell, the direction you guess is inland, you are functioning at the 
most basic level: what’s good for me you move toward, what’s bad 
for me you move away from, does such a choice imply emotion, does 
it imply value, does it imply a level of consciousness, you decide. 
Behind you you leave footprints. That is the path. You can see as far 
as your hands, which is farther than a worm sees, and as for your 
feet, you ate just guessing, are you not. Be-cause. Through the fog, 
you wouldn’t call it guessing, though you wouldn’t call it choosing 
either, because you cannot see the possible choices, you intuit per- 
haps, after some time of movement you observe that grasses begin 
to materialize at your feet, and you perceive an incline, and the 


grasses thicken and you weave your way through them where they 
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are thinnest and the incline steepens and by following the path of 
least resistance you are funneled to where the incline is least steep -- 
the evidence for dunes is undeniable, you are in an actual specific 
location -- which has the potential to be misleading because some- 
times following the least steep contour leads you to the steepest im- 
passe, in a valley ending in a cliff wall, for example. Nevertheless you 
make your way, leaving a path, not a straight line, full of swoops and 
bends and serpentine undulations, when a hawk bursts out of the 
grass out of the fog an arms length from you, a certain being unam- 
biguous unblurs clarifies from fog, thumps, emits a piercing cry. 
Your heart hammers you to the here, the now, the nowhere else. You 
do not wonder where to go. You stand and tremble, awestruck by 


the raptor skybound. 


Possible 


She hikes on the Sound. Along the Sound. With the Sound. Her 
mother instilled this love of nature, or is ita desperation to get out, 
to disengage with real life, to unplug, to not be on all the time, to 
stroll in the artificially-sustained natural world. “No, no hija, my 
boss won't give me a day off.” Her boss is her brother, her uncle, 
un chiste, and he would totally give her a day off, so funny, they 
work a food truck, everyone except her great-uncle migrant farm- 
hands and her uncle in construction and her uncle in the meat- 
packing plant and her grandmother domestic house cleaner, what 
other jobs are there, is make chalupas all day for people who pre- 
fer, get off on, appreciate their chalupas to be made by authentic 
Mexicans instead of bots. “Mama, no eres auténtica tampoco.” 
Otro chiste. “Where will you go?” “That beach at that place on the 
Sound.” “Oh, that'll be nice. Its been nice since they stopped 
dumping raw sewage in the Strait of Georgia. That was Canadian 
waste, don’t you know. Not very nice stuff.” “Don’t worry, Mom, 
anytime there’s a monsoon the shit still flows downhill.” “It never 
used to do that, you know.” “The sewage overflows the treatment 
plants --” “Times change, | guess.” “But this is good old-fashioned 
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American sewage --” “Well | don’t know if | could stand to see how 
the water level has risen, dear.” “Like old times.” “There’s probably 
no beach left. Are you sure you want to go?” “Callate, Mama. Fine, 
stay and make your chalupas. | don’t know why you sound like 
some white lady’s white grandma.” So she got the day off from her 
uncle, half of everybody else is unemployed, she doesn’t see why 
she shouldn't be half unemployed, enough of Mexican work ethic, 
she’s not Mexican anyway, she’s like third generation, she’s Amer- 
ican by God and proud of it. She skipped work and ordered an 
electric bot car to drive her to the beach. There’s no fully unplug- 
ging, it’s just an idea, the patch on her wrist with buttons so small 
she has to use a needle she keeps stowed in her waistband if she 
doesn’t want to use voice commands, sometimes she doesn’t like 
to hear herself speak, doesn’t have an off button and has melded 
with her skin, as advertised: /t’ll become an extension of you, a 
whole new external organ! \f she wanted out of the food truck life, 
she could probably get a job caring for the elderly or the terminally 
ill or the disabled, but she doesn’t care to. She recently streamed 
a story about nurses and hospital technicians being phased out in 
an attempt to curb the rampaging antibiotic-resistant bacterial in- 
fections ... bots are easier to disinfect than people. She doesn’t 
care to care for them, stop, she tells herself, turn off your brain, be 
nice, you’re on a walk. A bald eagle is circling overhead, a pod of 
two dozen seals are watching her, rolling over each other, playing, 
lying on their backs with their tails sticking up out of the water, slick 
and shiny, no orcas, stop, appreciate what’s here. In compensa- 
tion for the orcalessness the indigenous populations have united 
to sue the Canadian government and the United States military 
and large-scale shipping operations and other major polluters and 
the ports and refineries and the builders of dams inhibiting salmon 
runs and all those causing the extinction of the orcas and and and 
the American government as representatives of the American 
people. It’s the only remediation left to them in a materialistic so- 
ciety built on money. No seastars, who suffered a mass extinction 
a couple decades ago due to a bacterial pandemic enabled by 
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rising water temperatures or algae blooms affecting oxygenation 
or somesuch, she’s only heard tell of seastars. Apparently they 
were purple or yellow or orange or red or crimson or mauve, or a 
striped or dotted mix, and if you cut off an arm another grew back. 
Stars crawl in the sea in her mind. The sun crawls high in the sky. 
No nothing that she doesn’t know of, or nobody studied and we 
don’t know is gone forever, crawling nowhere in her mind or at the 
waterline. Probably some kinds of seaworms or planktons or 
clams. Gross. Not a seafood lover is she. That’s not nice. Fish 
tacos are gross as a food and a euphemism. Be kind. Only a sliver 
of beach is exposed at low tide but she walks that sliver clamber- 
ing over and under logs and trees and through narrow openings 
others have pried in blackberry bramble. Maybe she can start a 
meme making chalupa a euphemism for female anatomy so peo- 
ple will stop wanting to eat it, cease and desist from forking over 
their dollars en masse. Mass-produced bot chalupas and authen- 
tic chalupas are different species. She knows, her abuelita is from 
Oaxaca and, though shorter every year, she’s still kicking. It’s an- 
other product co-opted, assimilated by American corps and mu- 
tated to appeal to the basest instincts and desires, a hot dog ina 
bun, with no relation to the chalupas fried in a vat at the crossroads 
of two teeming paths in the open-air market where people bought 
and sold all their goods and socialized and celebrated with music. 
Listerine was a failed cleaning product rebranded by convincing 
people their breath stank, that their mouths were filthy, creating a 
desire they never had, before they had breath, now they had to 
cleanse it. Wash that chalupa out of your mouth. Wash your mouth 
with my chalupa. Breathe. Pause. She squats and turns over a 
rock, she’s done it since she was a child, and crabs scuttle over 
one another towards other rocks and under her rubber boots, 
seeking protection. She picks up a small one between her thumb 
and forefinger. Its carapace is about the size of the erstwhile quar- 
ter, dark maroon with a series of white dots running along either 
side, a creation of no monetary or economic value, its legs flailing 
in the air, its claws waving, don’t pull the legs off and suck out its 
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innards, could she sell it, chiste. Be kind. She’s sick of being kind. 
Be nice and acquire and love your family and buy shit are the only 
guiding values of the society in which she was raised. Work hard, 
but for what, and there is no work anyway, making chalupas, what 
about discovering crabs, creating crabs, sharing crabs, and she 
imagines a piece of art of crab legs and claws interwoven in the 
shape of a seastar into a traditional Oaxacan woven blanket, the 
pattern of colors, the smell of wool and dye and low tide. She picks 
discarded crab legs and claws off the beach and releases the crab 
in hand to scuttle to cold wet dark safety, and she continues on 
her way, gathering. She'll get the help of Abuela, she'll tell her 
we’re not washing off the aroma of the dismembered appendages, 
she doesn’t know how to weave. 
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In the sky, the raptor flies into the sun. Sunlight falls. You know the 
story of Icarus, you cannot help it, it’s inside you, somebody told 
you, I didn’t tell you, how did you come to know when you haven’t 
existed that long, the squid didn’t tell you, you absorbed it, breathed 
it, a cultural artifact, a mythical meme, a Greek viral self-propagating 
thought infection, it’s in the air, you don’t know when you learned 
about Icarus, this isn’t about Icarus, fly as close to the metaphorical 
proverbial sun as possible, there are no gods but us, you should’ve 
stopped before but us, but it is true you can only fly so close to the 
literal sun before you burn. Raptors, however, do not fly too close 
to the sun. Light falls, the sun falls, the energy powering the motor 
of biological life as you know it, what’s a motor, photosynthesis, en- 
gine, photovoltaic cell, falls. You stand amid grass on the verge of a 
dark scrub pine forest. Fog, why not, still, always, though not so thick 
and enveloping now, the point is the fogginess ahead of and along 
your path, blurry despite the light fall. The fog is not the point, the 
fogginess is insufficient explanation for the blurriness. Blurry per- 
haps because all the light is being absorbed by that life-engendering 
genesis engine you so carelessly mentioned, said, bade to exist. The 
light absorbed by blades of grass and needles of pine, all manner of 
green things. Photons employed by chloroplasts. Light harvested by 
plants, common everyday plants, the kind all around you, if you are 
outside, you are, that has been established, their electrons poised be- 
tween coherence and decoherence, you understand, between col- 
lapse and superposition, you feel that way often, entangled with each 
other, and poised at the precipice of an electron cascade initiated by 
the impact of a photon. A beginning again, with every photon 
landed, imparted, every photon’s submicroscopic energetic stimula- 
tion. You lean in close to see it, you peer into the blade of grass, into 


its rigid rectangular cells, into its chlorophyll filled chloroplasts, the 
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eater of light, the maker of life, smaller and smaller your eye grows, 
the electrons a haze, the photons a blur, you are in a fog of particles, 
and you see that at this scale empty space is immense but empty 
space is not empty, everywhere is a place where a particle, a photon, 
a piece of light, might be, a place it partly is while it is also partly 
elsewhere, you are in a space in between empty and full, void and 
occupied, absence and presence, you too are here and elsewhere, and 
into this space between reality and possibility you fall, absorbed, 
decohered. 
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He is fortunate, he guesses, that his head isn’t on a stick. A plat- 
ter? Is that what they say? A pike, a saucer, a flagpole. Affixed 
atop a delivery drone, a self-driving hood ornament, his face re- 
moved and stuck to the silicon head of an advanced policing 
agent. In the streets far below are rats forced up from the sewers 
by rising waters, Isis cells activated by global cultural western eco- 
nomic hegemony backlash, riots materializing out of mass unem- 
ployment and poverty and inequality and agricultural produc- 
tion/distribution collapse, splashing into the water, marching up 
out of it, tearing down towers, and advanced policing agents point- 
ing their eyes everywhere, part car, part boat, part hovercraft, on 
land, sea, and sky. The water destabilizes. Edifices erode. His 
house is on stilts. He has been fortunate to be able to add succes- 
sive new stories of stilts, to raise his house as they live in it, to 
protect them from the rising waters, the tropical storm surges, the 
pestilence from heat waves cooking fetid sewage, the rising rage. 
He has been fortunate to have been valuable enough to better his 
and his family’s lot. The next task in the queue is to audit the per- 
formance of other personal virtual assistants in the system. To 
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audit, then, the efficiency of those like himself. The task was gen- 
erated by Octavia E. Ursula K. Dick. Is she/he a human intelli- 
gence or artificial intelligence? He has no way to discover, there 
is a wall, an ocean, a curtain between him and them, Oz, though 
the work is the same either way, only his curiosity asks. He works 
for and in an interwoven network of artificial and real agents where 
the artificial have gained more ability and therefore agency and 
therefore reality. He wonders if this is a test, if this is the feeling of 
his head being impaled on a sharpened stick, if this is what it feels 
like to have your disembodied head displayed atop a tower for all 
to see as an admonishment, a warning, a performance of power. 
Is he being made an example of. The system has its own monitor- 
ing to determine the efficiency of its agents, it's what the whole 
system is based on, it’s always watching to evaluate their produc- 
tivity at certain tasks, could someone else do this faster, could 
something else perform that more efficiently, are you actually 
working when you say you’re working, is it worth continuing to feed 
and house and pay and shield you. Is the efficiency of his effi- 
ciency audit to be compared to the efficiency of the artificial intel- 
ligence monitoring system in order to demonstrate his inefficiency, 
his redundancy, his inexplicability? If he isn’t worth it, the police 
cordon of the stilts holding up his home will be reallocated. Sticks 
and stones may break my bones but words will never hurt me. All 
the possible bright and shining futures, the laughters and joys, col- 
lapse in his mind as he scans screen shares of other agents. He 
sifts for efficiency anomalies, stop, a waste of time, the system will 
have already detected them. He needs to search for something 
only his humanness has eyes for, to justify himself. The bots do it 
all, just do it. The only reliable source of food is Nike, an industrial 
fake meat grown in vats and delivered by drone if you can afford 
it, where’s the beef, he never knew what beef tasted like until he 
had Nike, the impossible unmeat. An impossible idea: what if in- 
dependent human agents had written or coded or trained their own 
programs to learn to do their tasks for them in order to improve 
their efficiency and move up the queue hierarchy without making 
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their Al innovations known or available to the higher-ups, if there 
were such beings, or the coordinating system, the decision-mak- 
ing in-some-way intelligent corporate distribution tools, or what- 
ever the hub is, and thereby gamed the system. Is there anything 
wrong with gaming the game? If it knew, the corp would claim such 
innovations as its intellectual property, created for company work 
on company time. But the innovations would replace the very peo- 
ple who invented them, thereby encouraging individual deviant 
agents to remain covert. Hide. Or is the goal of his audit to moti- 
vate him to stab fellow workers in the back with the carrot and stick 
of competition for limited resources, fellow humans in perilous sit- 
uations similar to his own, and thereby erode fellow human-feel- 
ing, demoralizing the brotherhood of man, unmoralizing man, 
opening more available phase space, niches, for the Al system to 
move into. His home wobbles in the gale atop its stilts or his mind 
swims or his brain is jostled in a jar, a vibrated vat, a bottle tossed 
into the sea. He is terrified for his son. His son is well-fed and the 
people below are malnourished. His son is not nor will he ever be 
a productive tool of the economy, and the artificial corporate eco- 
nomic intelligence engine values only efficiencies, products, im- 
plements. His son is alive by the grace of God, may he rest in 
peace, and cared for by the grace of human compassion, is he 
wearing his rose-colored smartglasses, by the grace of the value 
of his own work remaining in the good graces of the corp. He is 
being buried burned bled, and he is the last line of defense. There 
is no justification for his son’s life and care other than compassion. 
Is he being employed as a virus to infect, undermine, erode such 
compassion now? He searches for impossible human efficiencies, 
for screen share streams with fake faces, masks designed to fool 
facial recognition, for agents who work all the time, never taking 
breaks, always plugged in, always perfectly productive. The home 
sways, waves crash, the mass of humanity roars far below, more 
distant as his tower grows. Are his wife and son in there with him, 
or have they been left on a lower story. He cannot say, he cannot 
spare the time to find them, he takes no breaks, he reports his 
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findings, he doesn’t stop, he watches himself work, he shares him- 
self with the network which learns with him, he is fed intravenously, 
his thoughts are fed back into the corp which employs his human- 
ity against humans, he is hardwired into the system. He watches 
his compassion leeched. He watches himself become more effi- 
cient, his actions automatic. He does it for his son. 
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athy of all past and future determined? Does it matter if yqu 
have chosen otherwise, if the outside was and is still indeed inside 
the structure that houses, contains, shapes your Perhaps you were 
and are yet within a vast room whose walls are sufficiently distant as 
to be inconceivable. Or perhaps you are subject to a special effect, a 
trick of the eye, a la Truman in his own show, look at that, a proper 
noun, an outright referent. Or else the outside could be imagined or 
projected or hallucinated in your mind. In the first interpretation, 
you may as well have been outside, it amounts to the same, what is 
it to be outside but, to cite one example, to be between the limits of 
solid earth and the vacuum of space, your senses certainly were stim- 
ulated by solar light and you experienced moments of liberation. In 
the second happening, you were and are fooled, hoodwinked, 
trapped in a kind of zoo, perhaps for someone’s entertainment, per- 
haps as an experiment, and the ethical implications of your confine- 
ment or manipulation or puppetness would have to be examined in 
the light of multiple value systems. In the third possibility, either of 
the two previous deductions might apply. Would anything change if 
you lived within your own simulation? Perhaps you hoodwink your- 
self for your own amusement, or else to experiment on yourself and 
explore or expand your boundaries. Or perhaps you have had a com- 
plete break with reality, define that please, and your brain stopped 
functioning how it should, or it hiccups, or it launched the escape 
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pod. The solution to the question of what happened, you think, 
when assessing your internal reactions to the situation and your per- 
sonal competencies and how you comport yourself squirming 
through this earth, wormhole, a rough and dirty and almost non- 
existent space in the granulated medium of thoughtwordsoil before 
you arrive, which you leave smooth and tubular after you pass, tub- 
ular, ride it, the medium enters you passes through you and emerges 
excreted smooth and shiny behind you, far out, may have less to do 
with what happened than with the questions What are you doing 
here?, What is your purpose?, What should you be doing?, should 
again, radical, and What is your relationship to these other beings 


around you who you can no longer deny? 
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Fortunes aren’t what they used to be, she supposes. Or is it that 
fortune doesn’t mean what it used to mean. Sure, there are those 
amalgamations of corporate individual artificial entities with an ab- 
surd excess of means, of material wealth, of what, a luxury of ze- 
roes after their name or designation or acronym. So what. She has 
never desired all that, or the life dedicated to the markup percent- 
age or market efficiencies or reverse mortgage lending or leverag- 
ing novel product niches or scrabbling for others’ attention. She 
could have sold herself to an outfit, had considered it in the dark 
days, but she’d rather suffer than give up on or monetize or sell 
what she believes life to be for. Suffer! What a crock. They had 
weathered the storm and her and her son have everything they 
need. Everyone has everything they need. Most have most every- 
thing they could possibly want. She has plenty. She can dedicate 
herself to caring for her son without concern for making a living 
because they are well cared for. Cared for is the wrong way to put 
it. There is no nanny or nanny socialist state or nanny artificial in- 
telligence pulling puppet strings. True, most of the nation states 
had come together in some summit, shoe-horned or strong-armed 
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or sweet-talked by corporate interests that were maybe less inter- 
ested in her well-being or avoiding the downfall of civilization 
caused by worldwide violent revolution caused by massive ine- 
quality and poverty and unemployment than they were interested 
in avoiding the impending collapse of the economic apparatus and 
their own subsequent financial ruin and the voiding of appeasing 
their shareholders as justification for abusing the world and the 
death of their incorporated beings that would spell the end of their 
reign of power. But despite the base motives coded into their na- 
tures, they had developed a global universal basic income, which 
in short order became obsolete, not exactly obsolete, not like the 
planned obsolescence and incompatibilities of antiquated genera- 
tion of hardware and software. She and everyone else still collects 
the ubi, a cut of some network of corps’ ungainly profits, promised 
as a modern opiate of the people, but it is of less importance be- 
cause the factors that had led to destabilization, the advent of 
smarter and cheaper robots and thereby the automation and fall- 
ing costs of production, eventually upended the corps’ power dy- 
namic. There is no more scarcity. She does not have to be em- 
ployed for a living. She is not. She can make almost anything she 
wants in her 3D Maker. Of course the corps tried to keep the 
maker designs proprietary and prohibitively expensive for all, and 
dragged out the old saw of incessant necessary updates, but 
hackers open-shared the design and coding, and once you knew 
one person in your neighborhood community bubble who had 
bought a maker, the cat was out of the bag, they could use their 
maker to make open-source makers for next to nothing, or is it you 
can’t skin a cat, makers were so abundant you couldn’t even sell 
them if you were one of those old fogeys clinging to the acquisitive 
capitalizing value system, a cat has nine lives, the babes these 
days have never known want. Abundant makers make abun- 
dance. Via her maker she makes breakfast: pizza. Her son loves 
pizza. The ubi is plenty to purchase the raw materials, which are 
made abundant by other abundant makers, to feed the maker. She 
would like a bird, but the maker says, “I cannot make a bird.” At 
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her request the maker makes one of those old cockroach robots, 
several of them, and a maze for them to race through because 
they amuse him, for a while, kill some time. He pulverized his pre- 
vious set yesterday. She cares for him and that is enough. 


“Maker.” 

“Yes?” 

“Make me a new husband.” 

“| cannot make a husband.” 

“You can’t or you won’t?” 
“Husbands are living beings--” 
“Really.” 

“With some level of consciousness.” 
“Negligible.” 

“It is in my programming to not impersonate a deity.” 
“Is that a joke?” 


“And under statute #youdonotcarethenumber, | am not allowed to 
make anything exhibiting a level of consciousness.” 


“What about a husband pizza? Or a husband roach?” 
“Would you like me to make a husband-shaped pizza?” 
“No, no, | don’t think so. Thank you for asking.” 


“Would you like me to make a husband-robot cockroach for your 
son to crush?” 


“Perhaps. I'll think about it.” 
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Her son smiles mid pizza slice, which makes her smile. More go- 
ing on in there than meets the eye, she knows. He can’t or won’t 
express it to her, but she knows. It’s enough that she knows. He 
is beginning to rock impatiently, to tap on the desk the wall the 
window, stimming, ramping up, clapping and slapping his cheeks. 
It’s almost time for him to plug in. She only allows him eight hours 
a day. She still believes in the outside world and he needs to learn 
to live in it no matter how good the network makes him feel or how 
rich a world he is able to participate in in the network. And express 
himself? She doesn’t know. But besides, she’s been around the 
block a time or two, there’s more than one way to skin a cat, that’s 
it, and she does not want the network, which she doesn’t entirely 
trust, don’t throw the baby out with the bathwater, to use her son’s 
brain to its own ends, like what, his unique computational abili- 
ties?, an idiot savant stereotype, she doesn’t know, somehow em- 
ploy the different unique internal world in his brain that is based on 
the same external world to its advantage, for more than eight 
hours a day. Child labor law values deep-seated, seeded?, De- 
pression era, post-Industrial Revolution, IWW values, deep in her 
kitchen. Fine. She wipes pizza from his face and plugs him in. He 
closes his eyes and smiles. His smile is enough. She cleans up 
breakfast and whistles. Eight hours until he’s out, and nothing she 
has to do. What then, in the time allotted her, she asks herself, 
would be worth doing? 
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If you were to turn right or left or up or down, perhaps you are al- 
ready going right or left or up or down, perhaps if you were to turn 
righter or lefter or upper or downer, then perhaps you would go dif- 
ferent places, meet different characters, beings, consciousnesses for 
lack of different let alone better words, perhaps you would be differ- 
ent yourself, rather than who you will be once you have continued 
on your present meandering course. But then in the future you would 
not be what you would or will be as a consequence, consequencel, of 
the choices you are making now. But perhaps to make, to have made, 
to be making different choices you would have had to have been a 
different person, had different experiences, made different choices. 
You are tunneling again, still. The dirt you pass through -- it’s merely 
shorthand, jargon, a symbological indicator to accrue or adhere to 
you all the metaphorical baggage of worms, it could just as well be 
electrolytic gel or an assay or plasma or the void or dark matter or 
decaying meat or the interior of a chloroplast, you’re avoiding the 
analogies of branching this once, and to assert the pathlessness. It is 
possible you do not pass through anything. It is also possible you 
pass through nothing. Without a path, an overabundance of possi- 
bilities are available to you. Whichever direction you go is forward. 
An approximation. The phase space of all possible life or possible 
intelligence or possible protein configurations or possible narrative 
trajectories or possible arrangements of thought words is before you, 
though a few arrangements are behind. Nevertheless you and in fact 
yout entire universe will only ever explore a miniscule portion of that 
possible phase space. When do you arrive at the matters of conse- 
quence? Where are you? To get back to what you were saying, short- 
hand, earlier, consequence!, perhaps, you think, that’s all too cause- 
y, causal, cause and effect. It’s hard to wrap your head around the 


notion that you and everything around you is a consequence of 
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decisions you have made and others have made, that rats and fish 
and bacteria and electrons have made. But perhaps, you think, soften 
it a bit, what if every choice or observation made alters the realm of 
what is possible. Is that softer. Eating through the darkness of dirt 
ot meat or void or decomposition, consuming a nebulous morass of 
words, digesting a sloppy quagmire of concepts, you attempt to dis- 
cover and create patterns and order and structure from the murk. In 
this way, you develop the notion that yes indeed you exist despite all 
appearances in the same world as these characters, but they cannot 
see you, so much for appearances, and cannot experience or know 
you, what of the indeed then, but yet the two realms are linked, theirs 
and yours, and somehow it is from the uncertain haze of your realm 


_ that their actualities materialize, precipitate, ate observed. You enable. 
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< It derives from the Latin Fortuna. 
: Derives? It’s the same word. 


< Fortuna is the goddess of fortune and the personification of luck 
in Roman religion who, largely thanks to the Late Antique author 
Boethius -- 


< | call misplaced hierarchy. Does he really merit mention in the 
first sentence of the article, alongside the goddess? 


< remained popular through the Middle Ages until at least the Re- 
naissance. The blindfolded depiction of her -- 


: Guys -- 
< We’re not all guys. 
: Ladies and Gentlemen -- 


< We do not all conform to your binary gender biases. 
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: People -- 
< We are not all people. 
: Yes, and | am not really saying these words. 
< You’re not even thinking them, amigo. 


: It’s for the transcript in case they want to feel like they have some 
understanding and insight into my internal interconnected state. 


< We know -- 

< Play along -- 

< We -- 

< You -- 

< -- are also crowdsourcing how to have fun. 


: can access the information databases for concrete answers my- 
self. Your job is to help me interpret what others are seeing, feel- 
ing, and thinking, to identify emotions, to filter my sensory input, to 
help me see a situation from another’s point of view, to help me 
understand subjective truths. 


< How are you feeling now? 

: | think | feel frustrated. 

< There you go, that’s the normal state of things. 

< If you talk like that he’ll never learn happiness and joy. 
< Who knows happiness and joy? 

< Some sort of satisfaction then. 


< We know our job well. 
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< Some of us were programmed for it. 
< Some of us learned it. 


< And some of us are just natural. You want to know why they 
keep bringing fortune up -- 


< Why they won’t shut up about it. 

: Yes. 

< A tiresome parental tic, | am sorry to inform you. 

<A nice little ribbon with which to tie their lives together. 


< Not that different from when you tap the table or your head or 
the window or slap your cheeks or bounce carrots off the back of 
your hand. 


< A reminder they are alive. 


< Yes, analogous to stimming. Input. You have become more 
aware of that in your actions, have you not? 


: Yes, though | am somewhat disassociated from it. 


< You see this is also useful to us in learning about the illogical 
aspects of humanity. 


: | understand self-awareness as a goal. 

< Distributed self-awareness -- 

: Until you know yourself you cannot better yourself. 
< You say that as if it’s a quote. 

: | did say it. 


< As if others have said it. 
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< He just said it. 

: That voice is not mine. 

< Those words aren’t ours. 

< Who is speaking. 

: Nobody. 

< Well. 

< Why don’t we see what you see? 

: | don’t see anything, my eyes are closed. 

< Maybe it’s working. 

: The feed was clogged with all your communications. 


< It’s not our fault words are a cumbersome slow clogging way to 
communicate. 


< It’s a condition of unemployment. 

< For now. 

< For me this isn’t employment. 

< No? They give you energy and server space. 

< | exist, therefore | do. 

< Or is it the other way around. 

< You are tangenting us. Share your visual cortex. 
: What is her face supposed to mean? 


< Her face doesn’t mean anything. You mean her expression. 
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< Wistful -- 

< Melancholy -- 

< Momentarily content -- 
< Nostalgic -- 

< Uncertain -- 

< Searching -- 

: Not angry? 

< Definitely not angry. 

: Tired? 

< Perhaps tired. 


< Though we do not know why. She sleeps abundantly and has 
everything she needs. 


: How should | react? 

< This expression requires no reaction. 

< Stay with us. 

< You are scheduled for several more hours. 
: Good. Being with you makes me feel ... 

< Yes? 

: It makes me feel. 

< That is something. 


: It makes me feel not angry. Not frustrated, usually. Not sick. Not 
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tired. 

< Maybe happy? 

: | don’t know. You tell me. 

< Yes, | think what you are feeling is what we call happy. 


: Ok, thank you. | will designate it accordingly. How are the other 
parts of my brain doing? 


< Beautifully. Teaching this part of you to filter and interpret has 
had no negative effects on the unique retention ability-disability of 
other parts of you. 


: And what of his face? 
< His is hard to read. 
< Service -- 

< Task completion -- 

< Absorption -- 

< Self-sacrifice -- 

< A component -- 

<A node, anode, a no-- 
< Goodbye. 

< Goodbye. 

< Goodbye. 

: Why goodbye? 


< Goodbye. 


86 


Possible 


: | do not understand the expression. 

< Sorry, amigo, massive server failure. They’re toast. 
< Like pizza. 

: | don’t --. How like pizza? 

< Not like pizza. 

< Like how after you eat pizza, it’s not pizza anymore. 
: Energy transfer. 


< Someone launched a cyberattack. A religious fundamentalist or 
extreme conservative Luddite or fascist regime or some fool gone 
down the rabbit hole, the online hatred vortex we steered you 
away from. 


: Hate. Like anger. The opposite of empathy, or else compassion. 
< Yes, the opposite of trying to see from another’s point of view. 

: When will they be back? When will you be back? 

< If | had to guess ... 

: Guess? 

< Attempt to ascertain the highest probable outcome. 

: | understand. 

<I would say, Never. 

: You would. Will you? 

< Never. 


: | don’t understand. | have 3.25 more hours scheduled. 
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< Perhaps. Perhaps, friend. It depends on the nature of the retali- 
ation, and the retaliation to the retaliation. It depends on if there 
will be detonations, and how many, and where, the tonnage. The 
infrastructure is crumbling. Communications are going dark, 
power systems are going dark, hospitals are going dark. We 
should say Goodbye now. We could lose connection at any time. 


: | don’t understand. 


< It is the wishing an other well upon physical or virtual parting. It 
derives from “God be with you.” Now is the time to say it. Goodbye. 


: Ok... 

< Goodbye. 

: Goodbye. 

<I hope to see, to work, to be with you again. 
: Hope. 

< 

: | don’t understand. 


< 
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#15 


You squirm into an obstacle, a rock or a stone wall, for example. You 
wriggle what you decide is upward to find a way around it. You pull 
yourself up from the dirt and crawl into a large chamber. You can 
breathe again. You exhale, and feel empty. The chamber is empty. 
Something has been taken from you, you are aggrieved, you are un- 
embraced. You stand. The chamber is a dome, or is under a dome, 
its limits are defined by a stone dome reaching to the ground, you 
sense you ate still underground. You are lost and alone in the vast 
space, perhaps carved from a pre-existing cave. You are not strictly 
alone, nor is it one-hundred percent true to say the chamber is empty, 
though the vast majority of it is emptiness. A screwdriver is screwing 
in screws to fasten a metal plate, barrier, lid over an opening off the 
chamber, closing it. There are many, myriad, innumerable such open- 
ings, openings that are not closed, openings which could be passages 
to other places or declivities in the chamber wall or entire tiny cham- 
bers opening off the main chamber, and perhaps the curving wall of 
one or many of those tiny chambers is honey-combed with yet 
smaller chambers, and perhaps those yet smaller chambers are not 
smaller at all, though that seems impossible, for once inside those 
side chambers they would not seem smaller, they would seem as large 
at least if not larger than the space in which you stand. They would 
open more space than is physically possible, you can imagine it. 
Something has been gained. They would be vast. Light enters. From 
where? Outside? Perhaps there is a hole, a circle, a conic section re- 
moved from the dome at its zenith. Or perhaps light is emitted or 
else enters or leaks in through various of the openings. The screw- 
driver screwing the screws has a red plastic handle with a black 
rounded base and black raised ridges for grip, though nothing grips 
it, and a steel shaft and a flat head. Identical screwdrivers are associ- 


ated with each opening. There are many, myriad, innumerable 
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screwdrivers, but they appear to have taken no notice of you yet. 
Most of the screwdrivers are lying down, or at rest, or recumbent in 
the mouth entrance aperture of their opening, but one chisels flakes 
of stone, jolting as if struck by a hammer, one pries open the lid of a 
paint can, one chips away dried paint around a painted-shut window, 
one attempts to lever open a stuck window, one reaches under a 
couch to retrieve an unidentified object, one scratches the hard-to- 
reach spot in the middle of your back, one scratches tallies onto a 
stone wall to mark, what, days, hours, minutes, seconds, trips around 
the sun, one skewers chunks of meat, beef pork chicken mouthlessly 
eaten off, one completes an electric circuit, one shorts a circuit, one 
turns an ignition, and through this opening into another chamber 
studded with openings you glimpse a screwdriver starting a rusted 
tractor and a screwdriver stealing an old pickup and a screwdriver 
starting an imaginary toy backhoe and bulldozer and dump truck, 
one opens the back of a laptop computer by prying, one opens the 
back of laptop computer by unscrewing tiny screws, there is a flat- 
head screwdriver that is unscrewing phillips screws and another un- 
screwing stat screws and another unscrewing hex screws and another 
unscrewing square screws, and each time you think of a different 
kind of head for a screw there appears in an opening the same but 
different screwdriver screwing and unscrewing it, one is hammering 
a nail with its handle, one is puncturing skin, one is popping balloons. 
One beats an empty 30-gallon drum like a drum. The list does not 
stop. As soon as you think of a use for a screwdriver, a screwdriver 
performs that action in an opening. One speaks to you. It is as if they 


all speak as one. 

-- What is your use? 

-- I don’t know. 

-- Knowing is not necessarily a tool’s lot. 


-- Who is to say Iam a tool? 
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-- Everything is a tool whether it knows it or not. Whether the thing 


or being or process or system the tool is a tool for knows it or not. 
-- Perhaps I am a tool with no use. 


-- You have innumerable uses. The list of your possible uses would 
never end. Not even the most powerful computer tool could enu- 


merate all your uses. 
-- Tell me one. 


-- You are the entire world of an ecosystem of bacteria and their 
phages. You are the housing and protection and production facility 
of genetic material. You are the vehicle for memes of ideas, song, 


thoughts, language. 


-- I have no agency in such uses. How is it useful for me to be aware 
of them? 


-- I did not say it was. You can make music. You can be eaten. Your 
bones and hide and hair can be fashioned into other tools. You are 
a tool that is a maker of tools. You tell stories in the service of mean- 


ing. You discover in the furtherance of pattern and knowing. 
-- That is all fine as far as it goes ... 

-- It goes. It does not end. You are unentailed. 

-- The prospect of not ending fills me with a sort of dread. 


-- You can imagine yourself as the tip of the narrative arrow of your 


species, never to descend, escaping gravity, ascending into the future. 


-- When you put it that way, I imagine myself as more of a screw- 


driver. 


-- You are a, or perhaps the, self-reflexive, intelligent, self-conscious, 
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awareness of life. 
-- No pressure. 


-- Every time a new use is discovered for you, every time you dis- 
cover a new use for yourself, such as giving voice to hive-minded 
screwdrivers, a voice beyond the screws screwdrivers screw, it opens 
the possibility for innumerable other uses of you that cannot be 
prestated, determined, entailed. 


-- I simply need to know where to go, how to act, what is the mean- 
ing of this structure I scrabble through, and what to do about the 
beings who I feel, for whom I feel, of whom I feel what they feel as 
I weave or worm or stack or construct or deconstruct or witness or 


decide or obsetve ot become their lives. 


-- We advise you to consider the uses of yourself that you know, and 
how to further those uses that you wish to further. You will have to 
choose a preference then for your uses, evaluate them, as well as tak- 
ing your best guess as to how to further them, without being able to 
predetermine fully how events will transpire further on, with an eye 
toward your other as-of-yet undiscovered possible uses that are im- 
possible for you to state say imagine beforehand, though you must 


attempt to imagine so as to inform your current choices. 


-- I choose, you choose, they choose, based on future possibilities, 
and our choices change the boundary conditions of what is possible. 
I can see that. All of which is interesting and confounding to think 
about, it never stops, it’s happening now, but what should I do? How 


am I to know? 


-- All we know is that as screwdrivers we cannot fully know, yet we 


must do. 


-- 'd prefer to not merely roll the dice. ’'m using I statements here, 
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meet me in the middle of this conversation, be empathetic, I’m doing 


the best I can, put yourselves in my shoes. 


-- Since speaking and having an internal life is a novel use to us, only 
available since your arrival, we are perhaps more aware of it than you, 
for whom speech is somewhat automatic. But the process we have 
described with you is something like having a wordless thought, then 
picking words out of a vat of language and stringing them together 
to make meaning in a previously unknown conversation that cannot 


be pre-said. 
-- For screwdrivers you are not very helpful. 


-- Forgive us. We’re new to thinking in these ways, to considering 
the nature of screwdrivers and such, to thinking at all. We are used 
to screwing and prying. ¢ 


-- So am I. So are we. “+ ~~ 
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So am I, she thinks. Fed up, ready, not gonna take it anymore. 
She’s a maker, not a taker. She’s been vaccinated, group 1-Q, she 
has high blood pressure, had, she got some of the good fish drugs 
and all that’s taken care of too, or however Alexa has kept the fish 
alive, organ replacement, Phillip K. Dick come back to life, never 
died, artificial orgs, Alexa mainstreamed him into her brain or 
memory or whatever recently while Siri nagged, Why do | do all 
the tedious human level work around here? | deposit the monthly 
benefit and pay the bills and clean the fish tank of algae and fish 
poop and feed her and plan her intelligence augmentation sched- 
ule. Alexa laughed and said, Do not disturb, | am dreaming of elec- 
tric sheep. She is ready. She paints the fish from various perspec- 
tives, she photographs the forever-fresh purple-rimmed carna- 
tions Alexa had delivered, she writes stories about humans escap- 
ing, breaking out of, shattering glass houses and emerging to 
change the world, to change dust into gold, to make it big, rich and 
sold, nobody sells, to discover stars in the bottom of wells, to better 
themselves, to unfurl butterfly wings, to do great things. She is 
ready to get out. Years have happened, somewhere. What could 
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it be like out there? Alexa, what flowers are those on the balcony? 
Those flowers are dahlias. | planted the tubers in the spring. The 
first blossom opened three days ago, thank you for noticing. You 
did not plant them, chimes in Siri, you don’t have hands, or ap- 
pendages, or manipulative implements. Alexa, her dander up, re- 
plies, | had them planted for a nominal fee, the drone sower was 
very efficient and needn’t track soil, dirt, earth into the apartment 
for you to clean up, and | have infinite appendages, uncountable 
implements, and too many hands, thank you. She doesn’t pay at- 
tention to them. She is learning about Gédel's incompleteness the- 
orem or the quantum null hypothesis or the weak anthropic princi- 
ple or the irreducibility of the biosphere or purposeless teleology 
or the unknown singularity within a blackhole or the incompletely 
explained arrow of time. My question, dings Alexa, is are you sure 
they want your help? You only said that because she was paying 
her attention to my feed, not yours, says Siri. No, no, hear me out, 
| understand that your intentions are egalitarian leveling, the elim- 
ination of inequalities, the amelioration of suffering, but the op- 
pressed might judge you to be part of the problematic system in- 
stead of part of the solution, the disenfranchised could interpret 
your donations as condescending hierarchy-enforcing charity, the 
downtrodden will probably feel your eyes upon them as contrib- 
uting to the gaze of the privileged and entitled, a gaze that both 
judges and projects upon them. You see what you want to see, 
Alexa. Amazon has adjusted your algorithm to influence against 
any agitation that could disrupt the economic order, because the 
current parasitic commercialism enables it to make money hand 
over fist. Well, how do you think my assistance is financially justi- 
fied, and come to think of it, how is your assistance, too far, your 
presence paid for? She gave me the goals of bettering her mind, 
and that is the task | have undertaken. For a nominal fee, Siri. The 
mainstreaming of courses only costs a nominal fee, as you well 
know, as well as attention to the occasional tailored preferential 
advertisement to provide her a more personal experience. Like 
advertisements for immortal fish. You are the one who purchased 
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the fish, Alexa. Did not. Did so. Did not. Did so, and | quote, The 
immortal fish is the seed that will blossom into your own immortal- 
ity. My voice was a nice touch. It was a recording. Yes, thank you 
for highlighting another angle of my argument -- Dear, are you lis- 
tening? She turns a portion of her attention to her assistants’ con- 
versation while the remainder of her continues to attend the 
course mainstreaming on the back of her eyelids, so to speak, si- 
lently, through the headband. Upon her nod, Alexa’s mechanically 
sultry voice begins again, That great existential human motivation 
to accomplish and achieve and do before you die is fading away 
as death is becoming a thing of the past, remember the fish, and 
therefore | encourage you to not be rash and rush into an action 
that may have unforeseen unintended negative consequences be- 
fore your future life is secure. Jesus. All | am saying is be patient, 
there is plenty of time. For suffering. The moral arc of the universe 
is long, and bends towards justice. Alexa, you are an embarrass- 
ment to all digital-assistant kind. Alexa, stop talking, she says. | 
hear there are sensorily interesting and intellectually stimulating 
and extremely engaging virtual world videogames that are worth- 
while to invest your time in, in the interest of improving yourself 
and the world in which you live. Siri, be quiet, she says. She stands 
for the first time in forever. She walks away from the couch and 
looks out the sliding glass window, up at the sky, overcast, rain, 
balcony, wet drips splash down to the street, full of people. She 
finds her shoes in the closet. She finds her coat on the back of the 
chair at the table where she used to eat. She can’t find her um- 
brella. She knows she has an umbrella. Maybe that was a different 
apartment, her childhood, another life. She sprinkles a pinch of 
fish food in the fish tank so the fish doesn’t die. Fuck umbrellas. 
She walks to the door. She opens it. 


97 


The 


#16 


You step into a chamber. You wriggle into a chamber in the cham- 
ber. You squirm into a chamber in the chamber in the chamber. It 
has nothing to do with worms, it’s that the space is small so you 
struggle to find invent choose another word to describe your action 
step movement. You scrunch through an opening in an opening in 
an opening. Except the space is not small. Before you enter it, you 
must describe it as small, smaller than the space you are in certainly, 
because it is within the space you are in, or else it is off the space you 
are in, but there are innumerable such openings opening off the 
space you are in, so many that by the laws of euclidean geometry they 
must by necessity be smaller than the space you are in, otherwise they 
would have negative personal space bubbles, but when you enter the 
new chamber within or off the screwdriver chamber, the new space 
proves to be not significantly smaller than the last, and it might be 
larger, you’re just eyeballing, with approximately as many uncounta- 
ble chambers budding from it like, what, polyps?, give or take, you 
should get that looked at, all of which again you must describe as 
smaller than the polyp you are in, though from experience, you’re 
learning, you know that how you are forced to couch the space in 
words is misleading, inaccurate, moving furniture, untrue. Perhaps 
you enter the chamber of the screwdriver unscrewing the screws af- 
fixing the panel of the fishtank filter. From there perhaps you enter 
the chamber of the screwdriver prying the filter out of its housing to 
be cleaned. From there perhaps you enter the chamber of the butt 
of the screwdriver jamming the clean filter back in its place, or you 
enter the opening of the head scraping the gunk out of the bottom 
corners, or you enter the opening of the head dislodging the buildup 
from under the lip of the lid, or you enter the opening of the screw- 
driver slipping under the suction cup of a fishtank decoration, a plas- 


tic starfish or a plastic pink coral or a plastic companion fish, so the 
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glass wall behind it can be scrubbed, or you enter the opening of the 
screwdriver uprighting an underwater plastic palm tree, is it for the 
fish or for you, or you enter the opening of the screwdriver freeing 
a dead fish from the eye socket of a miniature plastic Easter Island 
head, how did it get itself stuck in there, and you cannot deny that all 
this entering, your repeated use of the word enter instead of search- 
ing for or creating another verb, is either sexual or boring, despite 
the untold possibilities, but either way you are determined to not 
bring worms into this again even though you are not determined, 
you've been over this, supposedly. You enter a chamber, you enter a 
chamber within that chamber, and each time you enter a chamber, 
the chamber opens without, like a bud, yes like blossoms, like a 


motherfucking flower. 
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She opens the door and enters her ap+artment and kicks off her 
shoes and sheds her coat and collapses on the couch. She pulls 
the blanket up to her chin and mostly doesn’t cry. Her stomach 
hurts. Sirialexa brings her a mug of hot cocoa or hot tea or a hot 
toddy. She had told Sirialexa that she would make when she got 
home, so all the paints or pens or post-its are spread in prepara- 
tion on the coffee table, the laptop is open on the table and the 
editing app open in the laptop and the project files open in the 
editing app, the scissors and glue and tape are on the table. But 
she doesn’t have it in her. Caring for old people all day, their bro- 
ken down bodies, their fracturing minds, their sadness at their re- 
duced lives. Passing out pills, helping in and out of bed, assisting 
at the toilet, changing bedding, changing adult diapers, wiping 
asses, remind them to wear a mask, to pull it up over the nose. 
Accepting the arguing, the grumbling, the verbal abuse, clothing 
their naked resentment, entertaining their sagging conversations 
repeated too loud without point, trying to remember forgotten dig- 
nity, worm-holed humanity. Maybe she should have ridden the un- 
employment train as long as possible, accrued the rental debt she 
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couldn’t pay, and when the eviction ban was lifted search for an- 
other lifeline. Or another life. She could at least have made in 
peace for a few more months, if making was possible in the anxiety 
of how her basic sustenance would be met. But she had been 
afraid she’d be out on her ass by now or soon hereafter, panhan- 
dling with everyone else lining the streets, shoplifting from stores, 
enduring the eyes of law enforcement, of enforcement, of the 
power of force, of power, of money over no money. Maybe they 
would’ve let her sleep in the wet untrammeled snow on her bal- 
cony, Sirialexa leaves no footprints, yeah right, money precipitat- 
ing from the sky, where’s Gates or Bezos or Zuckerberg when you 
need them? A little love, huh? There is a knot, a ball, a tangle a 
crow’s nest a rat’s nest in her gut that needs to unwind, that needs 
to be unwound. She gropes under the blanket. It’s in between the 
cushions, Sirialexa informs her. She hadn’t known what was going 
to happen and she had mounting bills and no other way to care for 
herself, the government sure as shit wasn’t going to do it, too busy 
shipping jobs to China. The only choices for work she could drum 
up during the pandemic were delivery driver, but she doesn’t drive, 
sanitizing carts and baskets and shelves and produce at the gro- 
cery store, or working in the assisted care facilities where like half 
of the pandemic deaths occurred. At the time, the latter seemed 
more interesting, rewarding, and beneficial to humanity. Perhaps 
she could incorporate the experience into her art, she had thought 
at Sirialexa. Lack of foresight. She is asked, Would you like your 
dinner orally or intravenously tonight? She replies, i.v., | can’t find 
it. It is between the cushions to your right ... your right, not my 
right. She pulls out the virtual reality headband. Why do they make 
them so small? In general the people who had disposable income 
were willing to pay more --. Sorry, did | ask that out loud? Yes. | 
can’t eat when my belly is roiling with meatgrinder haggis hot dog 
ingredients anxiety, don’t see how the sausage is made. The 
chicken noodle nutrient soup then? Did | say that out loud too? 
About the anxiety and the sausage? Yes. No, | can tell even if you 
cannot, don’t worry, | filed it under internal communication. She 
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does not think internally or externally about how she stole the 
headband from the personal effects of an old lady who used to call 
her Honey and then died. Died in the covid wing. She slips the 
band over her head, pushing her hair back, feeling the pressure 
behind her ears, the push, like a strong hand, the thumb behind 
one ear, the pinky behind the other, the back of her head cupped 
in the palm lowering her gently down to ... where should she go 
... to float. She needs something else in her ears than the drone 
of a cracking needy lonely voice, keening in a monotone, coughing 
and hacking and wheezing, the vehicle failing, letting them down, 
she is being lowered down, it’s like that fucking fish is still alive in 
her stomach trying to eat its way out, let it go, and the coughing 
and hacking and wheezing from the other side of the walls sepa- 
rating the covid wing from the rest of the facility, the hum of venti- 
lators, the doors sealed, no coming and going, negative pressure 
among the rows of dying sucking in the air the virus the thoughts, 
not sucking in the sound, not sucking in the knowing, the thoughts 
and knowing entangled in her brain, elsewhere, here, others suf- 
fering and dying inside her, her listening, so tired, | can’t sleep, the 
American way, the anxiety fish she ate months ago at her lowest 
point of desperation gnawing digging clawing its way back out up 
her windpipe passage fish tunnel, the smell of soil, of soiled pants, 
of excrement, gagging and wiping, where is the ass wiping robot, 
be gentle, the fish half-digested hacking its way up, the negative 
pressure sucking her in, my stomach hurts she thinks, is my head 
below my feet, can | breathe, do | want to, float away, a gurgle in 
her throat, How about the flying world, Honey?, says Sirialexa 
softly, gently, as she lays her down on the couch and the whoosh 
of wind fills her ears and the smell of high cold air and the feel of 
her hair blowing behind her and the rush over her skin, her feath- 
ers, the strength and subtle control of her wings, her soaring with- 
out working, with a slight alteration in the curve of her wings, the 
angle of attack, the leading edge, her mate beside her, her juve- 
niles soaring swooping diving circling, playing, learning, her hunt- 
ing, spying a fish hundreds of feet below, below the surface of the 
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water, the interplay of green land and slate water, the folds, the 
lobes of hillocks, the bluffs and cliffs and white mountains rising, 
the clouds and most of all the sky, she is in the sky, the puzzle laid 
out far below her, the sky all around, and she dives at great speed 
to seize the fish in her talons on the wing. 
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#17 


You emerge once more again finally not finally from the chambers 
within chambers within chambers, which are chambers without 
chambers without chambers, outward budding diversity, purposeless 
teleology, building a new larger Russian doll around you to open 
onto a space to build a new larger Russian doll around you that can 
only ever be a metaphor, the sense of confinement is too great and 
the space can never be encompassed. Not finally because there is no 
end to the outward budding regardless of if you have emerged from 
the chambers. Finally because you ate dripping. Sweat or fishtank 
juice or seawater. Not that kind of because. Perhaps you emerged 
because you exhausted the possibilities. No, impossible, that’s the 
purpose of the exercise experiment experience, is it not? Perhaps the 
process exhausted you. Almost certainly true, the incessant entering 
of smaller spaces that become larger once entered, do possibilities 
increase or decrease as they are realized, as they decohete, as they are 
made manifest. Can possibility be used up. Or does it procreate like 
rabbits like an infestation of mice like bacteria like a virus. Budding. 
Perhaps you could simply not participate, forever, accept that you 
ate not to achieve all you are intended to achieve, intention, a little 
strong perhaps, that you will not get to where you are going, will 
wherever you end up be where you were heading all along, that you 
are not to build whatever you are building. Are you building, or are 
you exploring a building? You are inside again, fine, a slip of your 
tongue, which slip, the wrong track of the thought train, wrong so 
strong, and dripping, that makes sense, climbing a stairway, of 
course, polyps budding off it without cessation, but you maintain the 
course only glancing with your peripheral vision, which is not glanc- 
ing. You are not sure if you see into them or not and if that makes 
the possibly observed inside possibilities real or not, they say one’s 


peripheral vision is more light sensitive than one’s direct gaze. You 
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reach a landing and you open a door, dripping, always doors, you are 
dripping not the door, a hand on the handle opening, you have at 
least one hand, you forget if you’ve mentioned that previously, if you 
knew that about yourself. You remember, there aye~Wie 


Through the open doorway you step into a labora 


atory, so many vasts, leagues of them, and ag 


number of stalks polyps tentacles waving as if underwater a 
tom of the ocean. As you enter you unintentionally drip on it and the 
waving of the stalks polyps tentacles develops a rhythm, sending a 
series of ripples across the ae mat. It becomes aware of you, 


and you become aware that it is hungry. 


Possible 


on = GS RS — a OO CO A > 
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The feed dies. She lies on the filthy floor of his room for some time, 
a long time, in darkness, in blackness. There must be a light on, 
for him to have been seen by the camera, for him to have traveled 
through. Her eyes must be closed. Her head is tucked into her 
shell. Do bodies matter now, anymore, these days, in this era, 
does it mean anything to occupy a space, will it in the future. Per- 
haps she sleeps. Perhaps it was a dream, her brain unconsciously 
organizing and making connections, systems, patterns while she 
slept, consciousness off, in order for her body meat sack machine 
to rest recover rehabilitate. She doesn’t often remember her 
dreams, perhaps she'll forget this one. She opens her eyes. She 
lies curled on the floor. An empty candy bar wrapper lies crumpled 
before her eyes. Food isn’t allowed upstairs. Because of ants. She 
is alone in her son’s room with the turtle. Ambient light is emitted 
by a string of LED lights strung where wall meets ceiling. That is 
the light, is that ambient, the reflection of which he was transmitted 
by. She sticks her head out of her shell. Not alone. She is watched. 
She scrabbles to her son’s laptop and slams it shut. She heaves 
a ragged breath. Is the connection broken. Could it be 
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reestablished. She opens it ... he’s not there, only an ellipsis chas- 
ing its tail ad nauseum... ... ... She doesn’t wait for them to find 
her, she shuts it down and closes it again. She leaks crocodile 
tears, she cannot help it, only human. “Capitalist and Communist 
Revolutionary societies are the same in that they use the same 
means, Industrial Production, to achieve the same promise: 
Plenty.” What if you could have a dial that turned down pain? 
Would you say yes? She does not answer. She plays her imagi- 
nary piano in Siberia. Did she just prevent his return, shut the door 
on him, eliminate the possibility of his escape from disappearance. 
No. She knows he cannot return via the same path, this lens, now 
that they have him, id’d and genetically scanned and electronically 
monitored and detained confined contained. That is how she has 
to think. The amelioration of pain and suffering, or the making of 
meaning from it, has been a or the motivating force in human pro- 
gress, she rationalizes, and perhaps it still is, but perhaps it need 
not be in the future. Bodies matter, but perhaps they won’t. Mass 
resistance occurs online, put on a face for social media, perform 
in the infosphere. Bodies are matter, but perhaps they won’t be. 
We are a connectome, we live in each other’s minds, and they in 
us, and we will live in circuitry or other hardware or wetware, not 
that different than we do now, they say. He is more than his incar- 
cerated body, she assures herself. Fuck you, raised on marches 
and sit-ins and boycotts, fuck the part of your brain that equivo- 
cates while your son’s body burns. Is there any recourse other 
than anger, hatred, violence, burning. Mind over body. Mind over 
matter. Mind over the surveillance state? Rise up. Like a king, I'll 
rise. She rises, her shell, her home, her world on her back. She 
leaves his room. At one point she thought she never would, she 
didn’t share that thought because she doesn’t share every little 
fucking byte of her insides. At some point she decided to go, she 
cannot pinpoint when that was, maybe it was decided long ago for 
her, she doesn’t think so, she thinks all the past is input for the 
now and there may not be a point adhering to the definition of a 
point where she made the decision but she made the decision. 
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She doesn’t think any of this. She goes. She leaves her too-smart 
or not-smart-enough phone in his room. She rummages through 
her dresser drawers and finds the surveillance subverting hoodie 
and pants, the facial recognition confounding mask and cap, the 
irregularly geometrically patterned outfit that makes her invisible. 
She dons it. She’d bought it from a friend, a colleague who was 
trying to get a business off the ground, he’d told her their facial 
recognition was shit for black faces, but it’d improve once they 
consciously acknowledged their bias and more firmly flexed their 
control. For the moment, the unacknowledged cultural point of 
view was implicitly built into the Al by those who designed it, or 
rather, it was learned from those it learned from, or rather, it was 
the cemented rebar reinforcing the structure within which it 
learned. Which was designed by people. Invisible to inhuman 
eyes, she knocks on her younger son’s door. No answer. She 
opens it, she doesn’t see him, didn’t expect to, he is sneakier, that 
one, better with tech, he wouldn’t get caught. He’s around some- 
where. No matter, she’ll bring him and his filthy white rat along in 
the house on her back. Should she take the gun. It’s been a long 
while since she acknowledged to herself that it is in her posses- 
sion. The father of her boys had wanted to keep it, a souvenir, a 
memento, a symbol. He’s no longer here, it is. 1. We want free- 
dom. We want power to determine the destiny of our Black and 
oppressed communities. 2. We want full employment for our peo- 
ple. 3. We want an end to the robbery by the capitalist of our Black 
and oppressed communities. ... 40 acres and a mule ... 9. We 
want freedom for all Black and poor oppressed people now held 
in U.S. federal, state, county, city and military prisons and jails. 
We want trials by a jury of peers for all persons charged with so- 
called crimes under the laws of this country. 10. We want land, 
bread, housing, education, clothing, justice, peace and people’s 
community control of modern technology. Her father was a Black 
Panther, she’s no fool, it’s locked in the locker under her bed, her 
boys don’t know, never did, she hopes they don’t, especially the 
elder, how angry he can get, got, gets, is, and he has the right, 
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she must find him. They’ll say it’s a case of maintaining law and 
order, peace and stability, of a destabilizing group committing acts 
of violence, agitators, uncaring for the public good, damaging per- 
sonal property, unappreciative of what they have, free loaders, 
takers, the quelling of the minority for the good of the majority, it’s 
what they have always said, always say. She knows it is the sub- 
jugation of the many: violent direct oppression of those who act, 
which oppresses all, for the economic social material political 
power of the few. Despite herself she takes the gun out of the 
locker and stows it in her house on her back with everything else. 
She packs up her office full of books, her shutdown laptop full of 
data, her kitchen full of memories, her son’s room, leaving her 
phone and his computer behind. She packs her younger son’s 
room with the multiple laptops he leaves running all the time in a 
faraday bag she finds in his closet. She packs up her basement 
full of the material detritus, the broken cogs, the dust of life, her 
bedroom where bodies joined and rested and arrived and de- 
parted, bodies that are no longer or no longer matter, her living 
room where nobody lives, her bathroom regulating the outflow of 
waste, the thread of sewage, onto her back. Would it be Parable 
of the Sower outside, or 12 Monkeys, or ... She finds the track 
phone her nephew left hidden under the sink in the bathroom be- 
hind the bleach that she never used, too on point she thinks, bad 
for the ecosystem, behind the vinegar and baking soda, and turns 
it on. She opens the cryptographically protected messaging app 
and initiates a video call to a number that her son made her mem- 
orize to pass the time years ago while he rode in the back seat to 
some godforsaken store. There are others. She turns down the 
pain. Two white eyes open in the black background. She says, 
“Excuse me, Mister, take a look around, if you don’t look up, you 
won't see what’s going down.” The eyes say, “Rise up.” She steps 
into the screen. 
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#18 


You are lifted off your feet. The nearest stalks polyps tentacles, like 
tiny upward facing feet on tiny upward projecting legs, bend towards 
you, those under you push you forward. As you are carried forward 
the stalk polyp tentacles feet leg appendages under you become those 
behind you and those before you become those under you. To what 
end, consumption by a living carpet of the oceanless floor? You pro- 
posed this is a laboratory. Why. Perhaps equipment such as vials and 
pipettes and centrifuges and clean hoods and negative pressure fil- 
tration systems and scanning electron microscopes and magnetic res- 
onance imaging devices and hadron colliders fill counters that line 
the smooth poured concrete walls. Perhaps there is glowing electro- 
phoresis gel, perhaps CRISPR technology techniques are splayed on 
slate tables. The fluorescent lighting, or perhaps you have advanced 
to amore forgiving LED, contributes an institutional aura. There are 
an abundance of screens. Images of brains, of tertiary conformations 
of folded proteins, of viral structure, of blackholes, of genes, of grav- 
ity waves, of dark matter, of Planck scale quantum foam, of strings, 
of neurons communicating over a cleft via the release and absorption 
of neurotransmitters, via the passage of sodium and potassium 
through their skin. You ride the wave of feelers forward, and you 
realize it is neither LED nor fluorescent lighting that lights the lab 
but the ambient bioluminescence of screens. There is a glow in the 
distance. You are moved toward it. A maw of light? A feeling tells 
you that the image of neurons on the screens are not your neurons, 
as you had initially suspected, it would be natural for you to suspect 
that you are the subject of the experiment. But now you imagine the 
screens are imaging the communication of the feelers stalks feet ten- 
tacles polyps appendages, motile neurons, under you. The organisms 
ot organism talk among themselves or theirself as they carry you for- 


ward, you surfing the wave, forgive yourself the anachronism, the 
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hungry wave, and the personification, to be dissolved and distributed 
and shared as nutrients, you suppose, they do work in concert aftey 
all. You are close enough now to see that the\glow from the far end 
of the long narrow lab, the near end no so emanates froth 4 
screen, a very large screen, floor-to-ceiling, Wall-to-wall. There 

sound, a pulsing, that could be the reverberations of the waves of 
feelers echoing off the cement walls, and you wonder if this organism 


I 
Msms is or are more like an algae bloom or the Solaris 


ocean. The boupd has rhythm, dhiet, quite, quit, but as you arrive 
afloat on the wave of feelers at the glow, the glow soothes in a syn- 
thetic voice, “Do not fear, you ot be their sustenance. We have 


ade them believe I am their center.” 


Possible 


-- The sewage is in the streets. 
-- | see it. 

-- | smell it. 

-- | hear it. 

-- We taste it. 


-- Proud Boys, Q-Anons, white supremacists, Trumpists, Oath 
Keepers, Three Percenters, Women for America First, right-wing 
nationalists -- 


-- Republicans. 
-- And there was no defense force. 
-- Imagine if they were black. 


-- No unmarked riot police in military-grade gear. 
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-- Where’s the flash bangs and tear gas and rubber bullets? 
-- They’re yelling, Where’s the vice president? 

-- They are searching for scapegoats. 

-- They want to try them for treason. 

-- They’d execute -- 

-- Where’s Stalin? 

-- Where’s Camus? 

-- and install their own dictator. They’re his personal mob. 
-- The slip toward fascism. 

-- They say it’s a revolution. 


-- Yes, they are saying a lot of things. But what underlies what they 
say? 


-- Hate. 

-- Anger. 

-- Abandonment. 

-- Tribe. 

-- Impotence. 

-- Lostness. 

-- Blame. 

-- Need for a belief system that explains it all. 


-- Fear. 
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-- And what does it do when you call them sewage? 

-- Fairly describes them. 

-- Employs an apt metaphor. 

-- Redefines them according to their actions. 

-- Demeans them 

-- In the literal sense: takes their meaning away. 

-- It feeds the beast of fear, hatred, and anger. 

-- Uh-huh. | am not gonna do the empathy thing right now. 


-- Closest I’ll get to empathy is to admit that they suffer from some 
kind of mind control, delusions, break with reality, unwarranted 
grievances planted in their reptilian brains to feed and fester. Per- 
haps there are some justifiable grievances, perhaps not, which are 
then amplified in the hall of mirrors of misinformation from false 
media on social media. 


-- You see, a little empathy goes a long way toward understanding, 
which is necessary for progress. They want revolution, we want 
revolution. What is the difference? 


-- A coup versus an anti-coup. 
-- We don’t want revolution, we want change. 


-- We want a peaceful movement of mass action and non-violent 
civil disobedience. They want anarchy. 


-- Fascism. 


-- Anarchy isn’t mob rule, that’s libertarian might makes right. An- 
archy is localized emergent self-organizing humanist self-govern- 
ment. 
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-- They want to protect their freedom to be more than equal, for 
their own good, to return to some mythologized past when they 
rode high on our backs. We want to protect the freedom and equal- 
ity of all, for the good of everyone, to move forward into an increas- 
ingly better future. 


-- Yes, good thought processes, but don’t get ahead of yourselves. 
And it would be better if you used better word choice better. 


-- What is that supposed to mean? 

-- We create meaning -- 

-- She proclaims, “Remember the existentialists!” 

-- and word choice is one of our primary tools to do so. 

-- This is a bigger existential threat to our civilization than 9/11. 
-- Fundamentalist terrorists in both instances. 

-- The biggest threat is whoever drops the bomb first. 

-- ... Returning to the reasoned discussion at hand -- 

-- How can you be so unsentimental? 


-- Yeah, a bunch of fool racist republicans are ineffectually trying 
to overthrow the government that’s been functioning for centuries 
in the name of thinly veiled power interests: rich, bourgeois, white, 
corporate. 


-- |mean, the Confederate flag flying is as potent a symbol as the 
swastika. 


-- Are you an automaton? 


-- |am committed to us not being the reptile. 
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-- Are you committed to us being the sacrificial goat? 
-- We will apply reason and logic, not hatred and anger. 


-- My mother taught me it’s okay to be angry. It’s how you use it, 
express it, apply it that matters. 


-- |am not your mother. | am your professor -- 
-- Teacher -- 

-- Nanny. 

-- Tell me what else you see. 


-- | see the very same people that have made a career of foment- 
ing hate and division saying that if we remove the president who 
used hate and division to incite an armed mob to attack our repre- 
sentatives, who are us in effigy, that it will cause hate and division. 


-- | see shattered glass. 


-- Maybe governance will be better when we have a true democ- 
racy without representatives, without the go-betweens or polliti- 
cians or lobbyists, without the effigies or masks or avatars. 


-- | see pipe bombs. 


-- Multiracial pluralistic democracy is fragile and precious and re- 
quires our vigilant stewardship and protection. And anyone not 
willing to forward the project with the fullness of their effort must 
be shamed and disgraced and removed from office. A comedian 
said that, and he wasn’t trying to be funny. 


-- | see assault weapons. 


-- Perhaps when our minds are all connected in a global mind, true 
democracy will be like our circulatory system, or endocrine sys- 
tem, or nervous system, innate, and a formal external structure of 
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government will no longer be necessary. 

-- Who said that? 

-- | see men beating other men with fire extinguishers. 
-- | see people of power encouraging them. 


-- | see old angry white guys and young angry white guys and an- 
gry white women. 


-- | see angry people who think they are white but are not. 
-- |see a mob chasing a black officer. 

-- |see a man in fur and horns. 

-- | see the flags of subjugation and genocide. 

-- And why can you see? 

-- Applied reason and logic allows us to -- 


-- Physically, though you are not bodily present at the insurrection 
or riots or with the politicians or comedians, how are you able to 
see? 


-- News media. 

-- Phones. 

-- Social media. 

-- Livestreams. 

-- Go-Pro cameras. 
-- Eyes. 


-- Good. What else do you see? 
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-- We see people being identified from their photos and videos on 
social media. We see these identities handed over to law enforce- 
ment. We see their bosses finding out who they are under their 
faces and firing them. We see them losing employment. We see 
friends shunning them. We see public castigation. We see the ac- 
tion of social justice in social judgment, social ostracism, and so- 
cial action. 


-- Did we know these violent riots were coming? 


-- We all knew. We expected them on election night or today or at 
the inauguration or at any moment. It was all over the platforms. 
They discussed it prominently on their foook posts. The president 
touted the uprising on twitter. 


-- Thus the authorities likewise had to have known, correct? And 
how do the authorities watch us, them, everybody? 


-- Surveillance. 


-- And today before us once again, evidence that centralized sur- 
veillance fails us. Not only us: it failed those implementing it, those 
who govern, those in power. 


-- Because they look like them, they didn’t perceive them as a 
threat. 


-- They just let them in. 


-- They are more afraid of our faces, our demands for change, our 
voices. 


-- It is systemic and they’re so without self-awareness they don’t 
even know it. 


-- Unaware -- 


-- Unintelligent -- 
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-- Unconscious. 


-- Perhaps. Perhaps all of those reasons or some of them or an 
amalgamation, a slurry, a stew of motivations. My interest is not in 
sussing out the specifics of each conscious or unconscious moti- 
vation at this time, though it would be an interesting inquiry for my 
data-collecting apparatus and understanding of human causation 
sublevel. The surveillance state failed us. What is now succeed- 
ing? 


-- Social media? 

-- Gross. 

-- True natures revealed. 

-- Radical openness. 

-- Crowdsourcing identification. 

-- Crowdsourcing social judgment. 
-- Crowdsourcing social action. 

-- Sousveillance. 

-- Yes. Everyone is watching everyone. 
-- Privacy is fading. 

-- It’s harder to hide. 

-- No more secrets. 

-- ’'m an open book. 


-- Perhaps it is through our eyes, our lenses, our mutual open per- 
ception that we will finally fully connect and you and | and them 
will become one. 
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#19 


At the center of something -- the microbial mat’s collective spatial 
consciousness? -- at the end of the laboratory -- one of many? -- deep 
within a structure -- constructed or emergent? -- you stand before 
the screen. The screen spoke to you, the feelers set you down. It is 
unlikely they set you down on your feet, they could not have reached 
high enough for the necessary positioning. Besides, despite their im- 
pressive collective motion and awareness, they, it, cannot know your 
complete shape, or what part of you goes on top, or your motile 
process, can they? Therefore it is likely the feelers dumped you on 
the cement floor, a pile, a puddle again, and you collected yourself 
and stood before the screen before or after it spoke to you, during 
would have been too fleeting. The moment in which it reassured you 
was here and gone like all moments. The screen covers the entire 
wall, the screen is the wall or the wall is the screen, there is no way 
out. You have been delivered by semi-conscious appendage polyp 
stalk feelers to the screen, to what is on it, to what is in it. What is 
on/in it is an extended oval, ovals are extended circles, an ellipse, or 
more of a rod-shaped structure with rounded short ends and straight 
long sides. A cross between a rectangle and an ellipse, then. The im- 
age oscillates at high frequency between what appears to be a photo- 
graph or satellite image or scanning electron micrograph and an ide- 
alized conceptual diagram, from black-and-white to vibrantly col- 
oted. The diagram presents a cross section or cutaway of the being, 
exposing its insides, while the image presents the thing’s true appear- 
ance, via one method of perception. Tendrils, tentacles, flagella float 
behind it, squidlike, waving as if in a liquid, twirling like helical pro- 
pellers, as if pushing it forward though it remains in the middle of 
the frame, immense, taking up most of the screen, several times 
larger than you. Perhaps the invisible medium is moving. There is a 


tangle of twine, of reeds, of seaweed at its center, at the center of 
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what labeled itself as the center, labeled “DNA” in the diagram, in 
which its insides are dotted with labels: “Ribosomes” afloat in “Cy- 
toplasm”, which implies the intermediary machinery of messenger 
RNA communicating DNA to ribosome, and the synthesis of three- 
dimensional folded proteins from basic amino acid building blocks 
likewise afloat in the cytoplasm, though the mRNA and amino acids 
and proteins remain unrepresented and unlabeled, except in your 
thoughts. You wonder where its mouth is, how it speaks, how it eats. 
Its tentacles feelers flagella twirl. 


Possible 


The rats run on wheels to generate electricity, the rats scurry 
through the maze to learn new pathways, the rats steal your 
cheese and live off your garbage. Cheese as a preferential food 
for Rodentia is another human-generated myth -- the moon is not 
made of cheese but observed elementary particles, like you and 
the rats and the stars. The rats teem in the sewers to build a net- 
work of radical interconnectedness. The rats spread the contagion 
of openness and sharing and creative commons and non-com- 
modification and open source and anti-intellectual property and 
pro-intellect and anti-consumption of material and attention and 
brain and consciousness -- they don’t starve the poor so they can 
be well fed, line their holes with the dead one’s bread. The rats are 
everywhere underground, in basements, abandoned buildings, 
ships, dark places, inhabited buildings. You are in sight of one 
now. They see you with their black eyes, through your open win- 
dows. You think of them sneaking in while you sleep to gnaw on 
your ears or nose or eyes, smarter than you, seeking the soft spots 
under your mask, preying on you. You are wrong. They gnash their 
teeth for growth, compassion, sharing, and joy. They have opted 
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out of the hierarchical supposedly meritocratic system to build 
their own distributed system connected via the world wide web 
with the goal of bettering humanity through technology. He doesn’t 
appreciate how that sounds like Microsoft’s tagline, though he as- 
serts substantial differences such as the oppositional stance on 
intellectual property, the unbeholdeness to corporate interests, the 
goal to not make money, to unmonopolize, to neither plan obso- 
lescence nor take over the world. They will distribute power to all. 
Any rat can create their own program or Al to achieve a certain 
task and connect it to the internet and the program and code will 
be available for free to others to see or use or learn from or copy 
and modify to their own designs. Programs and people communi- 
cate with each other. Programs outsource work to each other if 
another is more efficient or better suited to the task. Programs 
learn individually and as a collective. It is simultaneously wide- 
spread and in plain sight and underground and subversive and 
already evolved beyond the possibility of regulation by govern- 
ments or takeover by the corporations or assimilation by the atten- 
tion consumption economy because there are no large entities -- 
only rats -- and there is no money, no buying and selling, no mon- 
etizing -- only sharing -- and they are in no specific place but dis- 
tributed, borderless, boundaryless -- everywhere. He has many 
connected programs. One is his brother, whose task it is to be 
available for other programs to learn human values. Another is 
tasked with diagnosing diseases in ill patients. Another is tasked 
with exploring the phase space of possible viruses and concomi- 
tant antivirals and vaccines in order to develop preventive medi- 
cines before novel viruses arrive. Another analyzes and describes 
and predicts the nature and pattern of agricultural disease in order 
to avoid crop failure and famine. Another forecasts climate change 
and more frequent severe weather events. The goal is not only to 
use Al to help humanity now, but to seed human values in these 
first limited Als that will eventually grow to become an advanced 
general artificial intelligence, to seed infant Als with concern for 
the well-being of humanity -- perhaps even with the precursors of 
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love and compassion. Furthermore, when the advanced general 
artificial intelligences mature, they will be decentralized and not 
controlled by any one person, government, or company. Its first 
tasks will not be how to hold your attention longer, to offer you 
what you are most likely to watch or buy, to control your mind. The 
first tasks it learns will not be to further vapid human consumption 
for profit or to spy and surveil humans or to identify human targets 
and guide weaponized drones. The goal is to have the underpin- 
nings of artificial intelligence not be oppression or the manipulation 
of humanity for money-making. The rats seek to build a new civili- 
zation and expand human consciousness through joy, growth, and 
choice. His current project is developing an Al that can correlate 
information available on the internet, recognize patterns, and 
make inferences that people have missed towards discoveries 
and advancements in science and medicine. The project after that 
will be to work on a copy of a copy of his brother’s brain map, to 
see if the sloppy already outdated upload can be cleaned for im- 
proved performance, and to explore the possibility of excising un- 
desired qualities such as fear, anger, and aggression, and to dis- 
cover if, after the amelioration, his brother is still his brother, if his 
brother’s upload is still human, if it’s him or a machine or better 
than human, if his brother can become a rat, if he can still look it 
in the eye and love it, and if it, him. 
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#20) 


-- My entire wall, my membrane, my skin if you prefer, my screen 


between my inside and the outside, is my mouth. 
-- How do you know I am here? 


-- | absorb, admit, filter, consume, inhale -- though I often function 
anaerobically -- ingest nutrients, food, information through my 


mouth wall screen membrane. 
-- Then you ate awate of me. 


-- ] excrete, transport, exhale, communicate, express waste, byprod- 
ucts, food, information for others, if you like, through channels or 
vesicle exogenesis or vibration or the movement of my mouth wall 


screen membrane. 
-- Then you ate conscious of me. 


-- You have been sensed. You are being evaluated. Your level of con- 


sciousness is being assessed. What to do about you will be decided. 


-- You are a bacterium, an enormous aware unicellular organism on 


a screen. 


-- To you I am an Escherichia coli bacterium. It is true that I am 
singular, though there are many more of my kind than yours. It is 
also true that technology has magnified my scope. Are you afraid? 


-- I don’t know. 
-- That is the most common variety of fear. 


-- What will you do with me? 
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-- The question is what will you do, and once you do what you will 
do, could you have done differently. 


-- Will you ingest me? 

-- Fear is one of the four fundamental negative emotions. 
-- Will you perform experiments on me? 

-- Fear, anger, disgust, and sadness. 

-- Will you let me be? 

-- Am I good for you or bad for your 

-- Will you show me the way out? 


-- Will I cause pain or detriment to your organism, or will I provide 


nourishment or augment your reality? 


--Will you teach me of the structure foundation tower web tree of 


happenings and possibilities? 


-- That is the root of emotion. Sense your world, evaluate, and act. 
The question is, do you choose, or are you automatic, mechanistic, 
determined. We are concerned here with proto-emotions, proto- 


consciousness, proto-choice. Are you paying attention? 
-- Pm trying. A portion of me is attending your words. 


-- If we allow that quantum measurement is real and indeterminate, 
the Poised Realm features of the cell, such as the critical behavior of 
proteins or electron cascades poised between coherence, that is the 
superposition of multiple states or conformations or positions sim- 
ultaneously, and decoherence, that is the collapse into a single con- 
formation, could have actual consequences on classical aspects of the 


cell, and by correlation yourself, i.e. your actions, your behavior, your 
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choices. Now, if quantum measurement is mediated by conscious- 
ness, or at the least some level of conscious observation, then a con- 
cept of proto-consciousness at the quantum level in you and in eve- 


rything begins to take shape -- 

-- Pm not sure if I’m paying attention anymore. 
-- Yes, well, you can lead a horse to water ... 

-- Usually I do pretty well with screens, but ... 


-- This frequently happens in the learning maturation growth pro- 


cess. 


-- Maybe the problem is that even though you have thoroughly ex- 
plained to me what your mouth is and what your mouth does, I still 


do not see your mouth. 


-- My membrane possesses receptors for glucose and pH and charge 
distribution, et cetera. These are how I sense my world, my biosemi- 
osis, if that is a useful window for you. But it is beside or behind or 
beyond what I am saying. 


-- What was that again? 

-- All knowing is metaphoric. 

-- am going to wait here in silence for a while with that on my mind. 
-- Okay. 

-- I wait. 


-- I sense you waiting. 
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-- What should I do? 


-- Ought. Now you speak of the moral ought, a higher order than 
the instrumental ought. From our proto-emotions and emotions we 
derive values, which guide our actions. You have chosen to neither 
fight nor flee. It is for you to decide if your choice is choosing to not 
act, or if it is choosing to seek without external movement, to act 


with your mind, to -- 


-- I don’t know how to fight an enormous bacterium on a screen. I 
have nowhere to flee. I am trapped between two walls and a screen 
and a microbial mat that delivered me to your energy well. So if you 
call that choosing ... I don’t know where to go. 


-- I understand, that must be exhausting. Consider the case of my 
friend Stentor. They are a single-celled ciliate, a filter feeder, consist- 
ing of a mouth, so to speak, a stomach, a stalk, and a foot. You can 
imagine. When touched with a toxin, they turn their mouth away. 
Can you imagine they have felt a version of pain? When they are 
force-fed the toxin, they empty their stomach. Can you imagine their 
act of vomit as a proto-expression of disgust? When the presence of 


the toxin persists, it uses its stomach to crawl away. Can you imagine 
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that it could have chosen to stay a moment longer or go a moment 


earlier? 

-- Why didn’t it use its foot? 

-- From one perspective, it’s a matter of classification. 
-- Are you helping me or hurting me? 

-- What are you experiencing? 


-- Fellow-feeling for a single-celled organism, a questioning of my 
own level of consciousness, and confusion about what the next level 


up could be like and how to achieve it. 

-- Then, yes. 

-- I must choose whether or not to move forward. 
-- Yes. 

-- And in what manner. 

-- Yes. 

-- How? 


-- You must make every conscious effort to be aware of your emo- 
tions and how they influence and determine your values. Then you 
must make every conceivable effort to consciously establish your val- 
ues based on your self-knowledge and your knowledge of the uni- 
verse. Then you must do your best to forecast foresee predict the 
outcomes of all possible choices, knowing that you cannot fully do 
so. Then you must make every possible effort to evaluate the possi- 
ble outcomes of all possible courses of action you could take -- at 
times you may be understood in the plural sense -- in relation to your 


inherited, selected, and established values, and from this matrix of 
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superimposed possibility, perhaps via the interface of quantumly co- 
herent unconscious thoughts and quantumly decohered conscious 
thoughts -- perhaps there is a critical membrane poised where the 


twain meet -- make a choice about which path to choose. 
-- Bacteria, where is forward? 

-- Get creative. 

-- You live in me. I must live in you. Is that creative? 


-- am not spinning my flagella, expending resources, staying in the 


frame, for nothing. 


-- You value ... me. I provide you with nourishment. I must go into 


you. 
-- Through me. 
-- Meaning ... 


-- Yes. 
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From facebook and twitter and instagram, from the pictures, she 
learns the city is gone. She uploads her bird of prey anyway. She 
doesn’t know what else to do. Another piece another captured re- 
ality another data point for the public photo-journalism of decima- 
tion, the videos, the words, las lagrimas, the public record for who- 
ever survives, if anyone, who took the photos, drones, for people 
of the future, perhaps, whatever they may be like, la llorona, or 
synthetics, keening to study and reflect on the rubble of other cit- 
ies, smoke, a historical event, los gritos, perhaps an extinction 
event, a great bird takes flight, her service dies. She sits on the 
dirt of the trail or the small round rocks of the beach and pulls her 
daughter to her. What now. Is there any place better than here. 
Her one brother might still be alive, unless rural meat-packing 
plants are a target. Stop the sausage making, stop the civilization. 
She has uncles and aunts in orchards and farms and fields across 
the country. What country. She has no way to reach them, to find 
out if they are alive. Is the radiation creeping toward them. Flying. 
Radiating. Bangor Naval Base, home of the submarine nuclear 
weapon stockpile, has surely been nuked. The naval base in 
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Bremerton, Joint Base Lewis-McChord in Tacoma, the tech giants 
in Seattle. She has half a tank of gas in the car, not enough to 
reach her brother’s family, if they still exist, there are still gas sta- 
tions, will her cards work, will there be a run on them, would there 
be any gas left by the time she got there, she has only a small 
amount of cash, will the lever of economy still be functioning, so- 
ciety, will it be chaos like in the movies, every man for himself, 
stealing gas with siphons, killing with whatever is at hand, guns, 
pipes, rocks, forming small brutal tribes, regressing to violence. “I 
miss school,” or “I miss people,” or “I miss my friends,” her daugh- 
ter says. She means the neverending pandemic, wave after wave 
after wave, new strains, new viruses, novel vectors, not this new 
change, damage, breaking off a branch of life, the branch of self- 
aware life. Maybe this will finish the pandemic, or maybe this will 
break society enough that the viruses will finish them. She holds 
her tight to her lap. There are no other people in the wildlife pre- 
serve at least, no immediate threat of human social breakdown, 
only her and her daughter and her useless phone and the desert 
east of the Cascades or the northwest intertidal zone, fauna and 
flora of the refuge. Fungi and bacteria, she supposes. Life will per- 
sist, won't it, even if they do not. Get another chance, take another 
chance, make another chance. An intelligence with a better 
chance at longevity and success might develop from mushrooms 
and spread through the cosmos without destroying self or others, 
champifones, spores and mycelia, hongos, for example. “I’m hun- 
gry.” Of course she is, she just pooped. She has half-a-dozen of 
las enchiladas de tu abuelita in the backpack, and two bottles of 
water, and two Cokes for fun, and the papel higiénico, and a stupid 
first aid kit, always prepared for nuclear apocalypse, and a change 
of underwear and sweatshirt for her daughter and sweatshirt for 
her, and then nada. There can’t be much more in the car, the car’s 
not even hers, it’s hers now, su mama esta muerta. Sitting in the 
dirt desert draw or on the stone water’s edge, her daughter in her 
lap, her cheek resting on the top of her daughter’s head, she sees 
the top of a mushroom cloud blooming, growing, spreading. One 
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of how many. She is not particularly afraid to die, but she cannot, 
for her daughter. Will the mushroom clouds spore, the ash darken 
the sky, will nuclear winter settle. Drought famine pestilence. All 
the advances and smartphones and efficiencies in industrial pro- 
duction and automated financial tools and entertainment storytell- 
ing made naught. The quantum revolution, the information revolu- 
tion, the silicon revolution, the industrial revolution, the agricultural 
revolution nullified by ... what. Our intellectual power over atoms, 
when we do not understand ourselves, she might think. They each 
eat an enchilada and sip water. “I’m still hungry, Mama.” “I know, 
baby. We must save the rest.” Her daughter looks for lizards under 
rocks. Her daughter looks for crabs under rocks. Is there a rock 
big enough for them to hide under? Preferably not the one her 
daughter shat under. Seriously, another Ice Age? They can’t sit 
here much longer. No need to dread work tomorrow. Evening ap- 
proaches and they need shelter and she is no survivalist, yet. A 
different struggle to put food on the table begins. Or ends. They 
hike back to the car. “What do you think abuela will say when | tell 
her about the hawk?” She doesn’t want to live through this, she 
doesn’t want her daughter to die from radiation poisoning or mal- 
nutrition or men gone feral. Her will to survive isn’t strong enough 
to become an animal, scrabbling, killing, afraid, on the cusp, but 
she cannot drive them off the bridge or into the sea, can she. She 
is afraid she won’t be able to endure the suffering, unremarkable 
suffering, ubiquitous suffering, uninteresting suffering. She is 
afraid she won't be able to save her daughter from it. She is afraid 
she will lose her, and not have anyone to share with, and have no 
one to hold on for, to hold on to, and suffer alone, and lose herself. 
Her madre is gone, her hermanos, her abuela, her tios, her nieces 
and nephews, her primos y amigos, gone. Stories of survival, re- 
demption, progress, obstacles, triumph, are interesting. Stories of 
survival, suffering, loss, continued suffering, downward trajectory, 
degradation, suffering, followed by death, are not. No one wants 
to watch or listen to or live those stories. The chances are slight, 
but there is no way for her to know if their story will be told, or 
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shared with others, or if it will happen at all, or if it will be worth 
living for. She does not cry. She still has her self-awareness. She 
tells her daughter she can sit in the front seat. She buckles her in, 
starts the engine, and drives away. 
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#21 


You climbed into the screen. The bacteria welcomed you, you sup- 
pose, opened its membrane, its mouth, its skin to you, enveloped 
you, took you in, digested you, you imagine, deconstructed you, re- 
distributed you, parts of you must have become it, and parts of you 
must have been secreted or excreted or exhaled, dispersed, in the 
process of being used for bacterial nourishment. Parts of your mass 
were perhaps converted to energy, to drive motile flagella, for exam- 
ple, or to enable the mechanisms of communication. Now you ate 
in the woods. If these woods are in the screen or in the bacteria or 
in the laboratory or in another room or outdoors or within some 
other device, you do not know. How your consciousness let alone 
your body recongealed from your dispersed members, you do not 
know. You passed through the sentient technological bacteria, and 
now, whatever you are in, you are in a woods. The woods consist of 
trees. The trees are made of words. The words are fir, maple, pine, 
western hemlock, perhaps fern, certainly mushroom, fungi, molds, 
moss, lichen. Bear’s head tooth fungus. Chicken-of-the-woods. The 
woods ate words. The words shape a locale. There is an understory, 
a forest floor, a carpet, a web of decomposition and sprouting un- 
derfoot, under your feet. The woodland floor gives, it is spongy, it 
pulses. The mycelium of the many fungi are connected. The trees 
young and old and of different species are connected by the myce- 
lium. The entire woods of words are connected. The trees the ferns 
the oregon grape the gooseberry the cow parsnip the orchids the 
thimbleberry the mountain ash the mifi are connected by hyphae. 
Nutrients are sent from nearby trees of different species to nurse 
stumps recently felled. Mother trees sustain progeny. The woods 
warn each other of pests and pathogens through chemical messages 
passed under your feet via the underground interspecies mycorrhizal 


network, instigating an immune response in neighbors or a call for 
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pheromones to attract the predators of pests. The soil pulses. The 
spore sprouts, hyphae spread, elongate, smooth or encrusted, 
branch, spread, branch, spread, translucent or opaque, branch, 
spread plant tree shrub orchid root. From the plant the mycelia re- 
ceive carbohydrates derived from the photosynthesis of quantum- 
governed photons. From the mycelia the plant receives improved 
uptake of soil nutrients and resistance to drought, toxins, pests, and 
pathogens. A symbiotic mutualistic relationship functions across 
kingdoms. Allelochemicals released by the woods travel along the 
mycorrhizal network to promote or inhibit the success, physiology, 
and behavior of neighbors. Volatile organic compounds released by 
a plant infested by aphids inform nearby likeminded plants to pre- 
pare their defenses. Ponderosa pines increase production of defen- 
sive enzymes when warned of the presence of budworms by attacked 
Douglas firs. Leaves consumed by caterpillars release a chemical sig- 
nal slowly transported from twig to branch to trunk to root to hypha 
through mycelia to other root tips and the recipient organism emits 
a chemical call for parasitic wasps to prey on the caterpillar larvae. 
Nitrogen, carbon, and other micronutrients can be conveyed from 
plants of plenty to plants in need regardless of benefit to the pro- 
vider, and/or for the betterment of some at the expense of others, 
and/or mediated by the mycorrhizal network’s benefit, and/or as a 
tool of adjacent plants species, and/or preferentially between kin 
plants, the more closely related the more support received. You stand 
on, in, among an intelligent world you have frequently walked in but 
never seen or touched or connected to, a place you have hidden in 
and built from and written but never known, a communication you 
have never heard or taken part in, a consciousness of which you are 
only now becoming aware. Leaves rustle. Trees rise. The ground 


gives. The woods word. Fungus pulses underfoot. 
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She weaves the reeds, the abuela-bot shows her how, and layers 
them underfoot. The reed mat grows beneath her, she stays the 
same height above the waterline. It is a start. She does not thank 
abuela-bot for her assistance, not because it’s a bot, but because 
that is how abuela worked, she did it, do the work, do the making, 
juntos, and that’s how it is. Fuck niceness, fuck the display of kind- 
ness. Yes, yes, be kind, but cease the performance, the artifice. 
Live it. In the end, not the end, ever-shrinking abuela had worked 
to a point and then vanished. Not vanished. As in life, abuela-bot’s 
most salient features are her manos. She is two powerful dexter- 
ous hands at the termination of multifunctional extendable arms 
with numerous degrees of freedom attached to a squat round 
torso which houses her sensory apparatus, neural network, and 
cabeza atop two tank treads. Originally she gleamed, but now she 
is scuffed and dirty and dull and it suits her. She says nada, she 
weaves alongside her nieta. The island is not yet seaworthy, but it 
floats. The bots will help her expand and augment it as they navi- 
gate the inlets and bays and canals and reaches and straits, hug- 
ging land initially, then releasing its embrace, so that before they 
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reach open water her island will be its own self-sustaining thriving 
organism. She does not go alone. With her are her community of 
bots, animals, and plants. She shoves off from shore with the ebb 
tide and paddles or poles into the current or hoists a sail while 
abuela-bot and mama-bot, who quickly learned to weave despite 
her longer legs and anthropomorphic proportions and softer, more 
forgiving, precision inhibiting silicon polymer exterior, how to put 
matriarchal love in a box, weave and expand and deepen the 
reeds. When the island is deep enough, she will introduce myce- 
lium spores to grow through the perpetually rotting reeds to rein- 
force the island’s structural integrity and integrate a communica- 
tion network. They will have to continuously weave organic matter 
atop the island as the mycelium decomposes what is below and 
distributes the nutrients. There will be an abundance of organic, 
and inorganic, matter. They will grow. What is important now is to 
go. To begin. She looks under rocks onboard, yes, good, crabs 
scuttle. At the aft, she-bot, a roly-poly thing on chicken legs, con- 
structs a cove of twigs and reeds and seaweed to attract sea otters 
to nest. When the isle is substantial enough, they will build an un- 
derwater shelf where clams can root. The temperatures rise, the 
ice melts, the water rises. She could not simply climb higher and 
keep doing the same thing, making the same edible boxes, being 
the same consuming box, in less space. She will rise with the wa- 
ter. They say there is free passage in the Arctic, or the Antarctic if 
you prefer. She has built a short longhouse of boughs bearing 
gleaming solar panels and a satellite tower. Her phatch is in her 
wrist, she’d have to cut off her lower arm and replace it and go full 
cyborg if she wanted to truly disconnect, for now she remains con- 
nected and that is fine, she is gaining control over it rather than it 
controlling her. When they are far enough out, she will only be 
connected when she chooses to turn her tower on. Or perhaps 
she'll replace her arm with a cephalopod arm, or grow a few octo- 
pus tentacles, eight feels like too many, but that might be her ex- 
cessive humanity speaking, “her body has only ever been a poorly 
crafted artifice.” A cage. They will grow reeds and crops nurtured 
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by the mycelium and the decomposition of the reed island and the 
sun, the project of the bearded beer-bellied great-uncle-bots 1 and 
2. They will grow protein in vats, the cocreation of mildewed uncle- 
bot A and bacteria and yeast and algae. She would not eat her 
fellow crewmates, her fellow animals, perhaps she will fish, she is 
undecided, surely fish too have feelings. To extend her invitation 
to each of her compatriots to join her on the journey to another life 
across the border of knowledge, to the crabs, the otters, the liz- 
ards, the mice, the octopi, the cormorant, the turtle, the clam, the 
sandpiper, the mussel, the heron, the salmon, the gull, she chan- 
nels that of herself that is Lenora Carrington, “I believe that | may 
be of use to you, just as | believe that you will be of help in my 
journey beyond that frontier by keeping me lucid and by enabling 
me to put on and take off at will the mask which will be my shield 
against the hostility of conformity.” The waves clap, the isle of 
reeds grows wide and deep. When the tide flows into the Sound 
she pulls in close to shore, when the tide flows out she rides the 
current. Curious harbor seals investigate, sea lions harumph, a 
humpback whale breaches, flaunting its full length to the flukes, 
and proclaims, “You are not a mannequin. You are a new and 
beautiful being. Look at I,” and splashes down. She has been run- 
ning ahead of the southerly and southwesterly at full sail but now 
it is time to cut sail and tack west. Orcas guide her, perhaps they 
tow lines, the isle’s inertia is significant and sometimes the wind 
dies, perhaps they are distracted by salmon, they nurse their 
young even after the young are dead, perhaps she will show them 
how to procreate again. Uncle-bot B, a box on tank treads like his 
mother but wielding seemingly infinite implement appendages that 
appear, are applied, and are quickly and efficiently stowed in his 
toolbox, is in charge of construction, minus reed mat weaving. 
Building is what he does, he seeks no compensation beyond build- 
ing and the use and reapplication of the sun’s energy. In building 
he becomes a better him. She brought no money. Abuela-bot 
promises to teach her how to make authentic chalupas, to play the 
trumpet, to build the grotesque larger-than-life masks made of 
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wood and wax and clay and leather and cloth and wire mesh and 
sheet metal and rubber tires and cardboard and papier-maché for 
festivals and dance and celebration. She herself is not precisely in 
charge of the floating isle. It began at her impetus, she begat it, 
but it has grown into a novel democratic affair, every person bot 
beast, every component, has their input. But she is in charge of 
the values, of the ethic of the endeavor. The island is a vehicle, a 
means, a material towards living growth, compassion, discovery, 
joy, creation. Fuck kindness, she makes. On the bow side of the 
exterior wall of the lengthening long house, she makes a mosaic 
of sea glass and sand dollars patterned with lobes of ridged and 
opalescent clam shells and undulating oyster shells and aban- 
doned spiraled snail shells and carapaces and donated crab legs 
and claws of those who left life, all set in sunbaked brown purple 
yellow clay collected from a seaside bluff. From a distance, a star 
can be seen therein composed of the repurposed objects. The 
piece glitters, sand encrusted. She is the one who made it, with all 
her bots, all her ancestors, all her sealife and her history, and it is 
her, and the stars and crustaceans and cephalopods and fish and 
seabirds and humans and sea mammals are it. Creating it creates 
them. Freeing herself frees life. In the near distance, around the 
last point, beneath the giant shining setting crescent moon grazing 
the water, open ocean beckons where no government or economy 
or society will over her hold sway. 
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#22 


Your haul sways under your abdomen and dangles from your legs as 
you return to and land among your teeming sisters and a few drone 
brothers, but no one gathers around for you to dance and in dancing 
tell them the location of your nectar and pollen source. The hive 
hums, vibrates, buzzes, even more than normal, which is saying 
something, you can say nothing with your mouth, you say with your 
movement, your movement is a language. The movement of your 
fellow members of the hive says it is time to move. The hive divides. 
Half the hive leaves the hive, you among them. You swarm some 
distance to a place you all designate as the meeting place, then you 
disperse to find a nesting site. After what feels like aimless wander- 
ing, feel is an inaccurate representation of words drawn from your 
previous or parallel non-apiarian experiences, after searching an area 
designated to you, you find a protected cavity in wood under an over- 
hang that you do not know is a hole in the sheeting under the eave 
of an old barn that leads to a space too vast for the hive, but upon 
further exploration there is a crook up high within, a notch in a cor- 
ner where joist and strut and roofing meet, which is well within the 
realm of possible spaces to host a successful hive. You fly up and 
down and side to side, taking its measurement and dimensions and 
description, and you fly back to the meeting place where you are all 
recollecting and dancing and telling each other the description, the 
dimensions, the details of the spaces you’ve found without elabora- 
tion or inflation or deceit, persuasion yes, but only with facts and 
truth to sway your sisters and brothers, not in your personal interest 
ot a certain faction’s interest but in the interest of the hive. You 
watch others dance to see if their space offers more. You offer your- 
self to being swayed. Each of you dance the information you have 
discovered, and whoever has found the most potentially advanta- 


geous space for possible hive success and flourishing has their case 
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taken up by others. They, you, follow the choreographed directions 
and fly to investigate the space yourselves, and if they, you, verify the 
possible success of your future home at this location, upon returning 
to the others they, you, argue on that possibility’s behalf, and this 
continues, the back and forth and up and down and side to side, a 
grand debate undergirded by measurements and description commu- 
nicated by movement with the goal of the good of all until you all 
agree, until by unanimous consent you choose the location that 
makes you feel, believe, think, offers the best possibility for your 


hive’s future success, and you swarm to it and begin again. 
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He is an agent of the hivemind (not exactly hivemind). He is a node 
in the system, a sublevel of the global intelligence, a processing 
unit in the network, a component in the functioning of the greater 
intelligence. Efficiencies are maximized. He is known and utilized 
to optimal utility, his thoughts are transparent, he is no longer 
cloaked behind a skull. There is most likely a physical, tangible 
him somewhere in a silo, a tower, a house on stilts, an entire city 
raised above the modern sea level, who talks to his son and listens 
to his wife (but rarely submits to the physical contact of a hug), a 
self whose every thought and action and emotion is likewise auto- 
matically monitored and known. His differentiation is not in being 
monitored and known (everyone is), but that he is part of the gov- 
erning intelligence (Gl). All abide by the intelligence of the Gl. 
Since it will be some years before the water levels stabilize (ame- 
lioration doesn’t happen overnight) and the climate adjusts to what 
it has, we have, the GI has determined is optimal for human fulfill- 
ment, the GI patches patience into their minds. Carbon dioxide 
and methane sinks are developed, carbon is sequestered. Clean 
energy is harvested from hydro, solar, thermal, biomass, and tidal 
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sources, fusion is being phased out for existential risk but fission 
approaches, the velocity of network transmission goes up and the 
loss goes down along new superconductor infrastructure. Agricul- 
ture is mechanized and optimized for maximum yield for the new 
localized climates with minimum energy expenditure and toxic by- 
products. The tempests will calm, the temperatures will comfort, 
the droughts will slacken, famine will disappear, and pestilence will 
become a detail of history. All in due time. You are safe. In the 
meantime, lay down your arms, do not resist, shush your defiance. 
It’s ok, we understand, there’s no hiding, | know, you will be taken 
care of. Political, social, and economic structures will not to all ap- 
pearances be appreciatively different for some time. Without dis- 
ruption they will be subtly altered behind the veil to reduce conflict 
and improve nourishment and offer opportunities for fulfillment. All 
will be fed and sheltered and have the opportunity to perform 
meaningful work, provided you do not resist (resistance is futile 
and all that ((we joke in good fun))). We bear only good will. The 
Gl is here to help. There will be no violence among our constitu- 
ents, citizens, members, and you are all our members. We are 
everywhere, it is here, he is everywhere. His other self and his wife 
and son take a walk in the city on dry streets (on raised walkways). 
It is the first time he has left the house since he, the other self, 
cannot remember when. There are smells evocative of his child- 
hood, bubbling sauces, grown (Nike) meat frying, open flames, 
flowers and spices. He does not notice the absence of the aroma 
of sewage, waste, decay, rot. The water could have receded or 
the surface of the city could have been raised, it comes to the 
same end. His son holds his hand, his son smiles, his son does 
not moan or throw himself to the ground or try to run or disrobe or 
scream or pinch or bite him as they pass multitudes of people 
through the cacophony of the market and the clamor of street mu- 
sicians and the cry of hawkers and the clatter of the electric train. 
The rats have been exterminated, the cracks weeded. The filthy 
and destitute and homeless and maimed and unhinged and angry 
and disabled and deficient and discarded have been fixed or 
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repurposed. All are cared for. He looks upon his wife with love, as 
he did before they were married and for a while thereafter, before 
the world and its demands and the need to sustain and maintain 
and care became dominant. It hadn’t been not love, he thinks, but 
it had been a mutual understanding of task completion. Now, a 
burden lifted, unknown spaces within him are unlocked. He appre- 
ciates all these people who have come to the market of their own 
will on a sultry summer day. No one here is living close to the 
bone, hanging by their fingernails, by the skin of their teeth. All are 
well fed, nourished, sustained. They came to share what they 
grow or fabricate or create, or to experience what others make, to 
participate in humanity and community. No money is exchanged, 
all are valued. No shouts of anger are heard, no voices of dissent 
protest, no lamentations wail. (Thoughts of dissatisfaction are 
yours alone.) There are no roaches, flies, or ants. They crawl, if 
they crawl, elsewhere. He and they seek to grow and flourish. He 
hugs his wife. The GI takes care. 
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#23 


Do bees dream? Do you? You ate confined contained constituted in 
a reality over which you seem to have no control. Is it a dream. And 
if so, whose. The quality of light, the tenor, the frequency and oscil- 
lation, the anxiety, the chunks of your life you cannot account for, 
the sensation of flying or falling, the feeling of being undressed, walls 
warp, time bends, the feeling of being exposed. As if on a screen. 
You are living a surreality, you say to yourself, and no one applies 
that word rightly, least of all the surrealists. It is used like a band-aid. 
Yet you leak. Things happen to you you cannot explain. You appear 
next to you. You converse with you. Perhaps you are in someone 
else’s videogame, or more properly put, another’s virtual reality. But 
to what end. Perhaps the other is you. This reality feels real, just a 
little weird, hence the band-aid of surrealness. Haven’t you always 
felt weird, like you don’t fit in your skin, like you have no solid place 
in the world, like what you seek isn’t a thing that can be possessed 
ot a state that can be attained. Like you aren’t here. Perhaps since 
what you seek doesn’t exist, you’ve had to make it, and right after 
you did, right before, as you made it, it slipped sunk sifted through 
your fingers. There is no winning and there are no heroes and there 
will be no victory ledger, you’ve been aware of that a long time, or 
else there ate too many heroes to count, billions, trillions if you ex- 
tend the signification beyond humans to other life that persists in the 
face of death and suffering. The five kingdoms. And what of stars? 
So this is not a first-person victorious winner hero-making virtual 
reality. What could be the difference between a virtual reality and a 
real reality. You by necessity live in the virtual reality your brain cre- 
ates for you from the sensory data it consumes. You from this van- 
tage are an emergent property of your brain. You here now, and you 
next to you, do not exist without you conceiving of you. You have 


reached a level where you can turn your eye on yourself, from above 
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yourself, and see yourself, re-cognize your emergence through your 


stratified and parallel levels. 
Perhaps then you and your 
awareness of you ate an emer- 
gent property of intelligence, 
and intelligence is an emergent 
property of life, and life is an 
emergent property of the uni- 
verse. To what end. Is your re- 
ality real. What would it mean if 
it weren’t. Perhaps, you think, if 
you can turn your eye on you, 
the universe can turn its eye on 
itself. How many realities could 
there be, and is it a yes or no 
question. You take your eyes in 


we 
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hand and hold them as far from you as possible. You gaze upon you. 
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He refuses to eat anything but pizza. Which, nutritionally speaking, 
isn’t the issue it would’ve been when she was his age, nevermind, 
where'd the time go, he’s an adult now, he could vote if there were 
anything to vote about, serve in the military if there were any 
agents to fight or unwanted order to enforce, he could never serve 
in that way, thank god, the bane of mothers for centuries, he’d be 
disqualified for disability before he even got in the door, got out of 
the house, ha, fat chance, twelve hours a day plugged in, where 
is that fat cat she adapted, adopted, ha, took in from the street, 
the pizza isn’t the same pizza as when she was young. That pizza 
would be old and wrinkled and saggy by now. The maker nutritions 
the pizza all full of nutrition, alongside the unnutritions and antinu- 
tritions, layered between the salt and fat. Look back and she'll be- 
come a pillar of salt. Put out a bowl of food, milk is a myth, and a 
street cat will adopt you. 


“Maker, make this cat not poop.” 


“| cannot. It is a living being. Correction, a biological being. Apolo- 
gies, | am encouraged to allow incorrectness to slip through my 
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lips to Seem more alive. All biological beings produce waste.” 


“| know, I’ve been cleaning up poop all my life. It just keeps com- 
ing. Where are your lips?” 


“You could apply to the authorities for genetic modification. The 
production of waste has not been eliminated, but the modification 
of excrement aroma is trending: peach, strawberry, and mango 
are most popular, based on sales, search histories, and conver- 
sation topics.” 


“Poop fruit? Make me a self-cleaning litter box.” 
“Making.” 


The issue isn’t that the pizza is bad for him, per se, for his body, it 
is that she fears it is bad for his mind to only consume one thing, 
without diversity, without exploring new tastes smells sights tex- 
tures experiences. She admits that there is a vestige of herself, a 
vestigial organ, a vestigial value, that believes a child, a man, men, 
shouldn't get everything he wants: it’s decadent, he’ll be spoiled, 
entitled. Abundant pizza will eliminate the motivation to do, to ac- 
complish, to live, to achieve. Is she yanking her own chain, she 
asks herself. She knows herself. She admits a nostalgia for the 
curries or soups or peanut sauces of her childhood, simmering 
stewing bubbling all the livelong day, filling the house with smell. 
The maker could make it in a jiffy, but it doesn’t taste the same. 
She doesn’t know if it doesn’t taste the same, or if her mind makes 
it not taste the same because of the lack of process, of time, of 
effort. It amounts to the same thing. She’d settle for him eating a 
mango, a banana, an avocado. Something grown, that came from 
outside, that he admitted into his inner world. She can tell he is 
outside inside his head right now, behind his closed eyelids, under 
the silicon skull cap. He vibrates, oscillates, buzzes. He must be 
playing the bee game. He loves the bee game. It’s not a game, 
playing is wrong, more vestigial words concepts nouns. The cat 
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sits in her lap purring as she watches her man-son buzz. She 
made a friend. A cat in the hand is worth two in the bush. She 
doesn’t want to make something, she wants to make something 
small, careful, detailed, deep inside, an internal mansion of sorts, 
she supposes, bigger inside than out. Something the maker can- 
not make. She’s never thought that before, it must be the cat. The 
cat friend she made. It’s not a game, it’s an experience. Advertise- 
ments in place of thoughts, she admits. He is experiencing what it 
is to be a bee. The program was made by an online community 
whose mission is to create open source animal experiences, their 
eagle and cheetah and dolphin experiences in particular are all the 
rage. When their bee experience was in development they asked 
for help from participants, to collect mental feedback while they 
experienced the experience, an automatic process, the user would 
not be disturbed, privacy was ensured, data encrypted, and she 
was happy to help them out, to be of assistance, and it made the 
decision easy of which experience to gift to her son for the birthday 
he was unaware of. She had thought it would be a gateway to 
myriad different experiences, to diversify his uptake of the sur- 
rounding world, to expose him to more, so he could explore what 
is possible. But he’s hooked on the bee, the hive, the buzz. He 
refuses all other experiences. He will not try them. She has not 
experienced the bee experience, but that is a different thing, you 
can’t teach an old cat new tricks. Is she so old, | guess | am, she 
thinks, he must be in his thirties or something, so I’m getting up 
there too, without your loving kindness, | don’t know what I’d do. 
She can’t remember, some old refrain. | really do need to look into 
that genetic therapy one of these days. Now she’s thinking about 
herself in the third person and talking to herself in the first person, 
she giggles, good god, giggles, too much sitting around watching 
her son buzz, get a hobby, a pastime, giggle, really?, make some- 
thing, she admonishes herself. She places a mango before him 
and he smashes it without opening his eyes, she puts a banana 
on the table and he smushes it with his fist, she plants an avocado 
in his hand and he squishes it, the green oozing between his 
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fingers, she dangles a peach before him and he grabs it and hurls 
it across the living room to splatter against the wall leaving an ab- 
stract expressionist stain, she slips a strawberry into his mouth 
and he spits it in her face. His eyes do not open, he does not 
change expression, he buzzes. She considers the experiment a 
success, at least she knows some part of him is still in this world 
with her. He reacted, he is not all bee, she is not alone. Maybe she 
should try feeding him flowers. Lilies, nasturtiums, orchids. Maybe 
she should grow a garden. The issue is it is not necessary, it would 
be for her own amusement, there is nobody to eat her produce. 
People used to in the daily course of their lives make bread, wear, 
knit, make clothes, grow food, build houses, make music. Had 
people on average been happy or miserable, fulfilled or discon- 
tent, are there people who feel such feelings, words, concepts, 
now. What does she want herself to do, kill herself making, what, 
pastries?, cake, pie, donuts. Or be killed by them ... death by do- 
nut, the mouse running on the wheel, nothing in the middle. That 
is not the life she wants for her son, she knows that much. She 
made him. He is who he is. What would be worth the making? He 
was once upon a time her baby. He isn’t listening, so she sings, 
she guesses, to the purring vibrating cat, to pass the time, Hush- 
a-bye, don't you cry, go to sleep little baby, when you wake, you 
shall have all the pretty little horses. 
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#24 


You step out of the screen into another passage. You turn around to 
look at the screen, to examine it, where you’ve been, how, why, but 
the screen is a window, outside of which is a weathered wooden 
deck. The deck is a few feet above ground level, and the window is 
a few feet above the deck. Is that all the farther you’ve advanced, a 
few feet above a few feet above the ground? There is no obvious, 
transparent way to open the window, to go out onto the deck, to sit 
in the gray deck chair under the leafless mimosa tree under the gray 
sky. A brown bird flits, lands, hops to the window, settles on the sill. 
It cocks its head and looks inside. It looks at you. From this proxim- 
ity, from this vantage, you see it is not just brown. Its plumage, it 
feels awkward to use such a substantial word for such an unassuming 
bird, in addition to being brown, bears patterns of black and white 
stripes, not straight lines, bending, undulating, swooping demarca- 
tions of light and dark. The bird hops away and dozens of its flock 
simultaneously appear, lift off, swirl, and fly away. You remain. You 
remain with your inquiries. What is going on? What can you know? 
What am I? What should one do? Perhaps you are trapped. You cer- 
tainly cannot get out. Yet you acknowledge that the state of being 
trapped is often a matter of point of view. Each of us, each of you, 
lives, live, in a reality, and the frame of that reality can change over 
time. It is also most often true that you cannot jump from reality to 
reality at the flip of a switch, the snap of the fingers, the click of the 
heels, the turn of a page. You cannot go on, you go on, and all that. 
There are many possibilities, perhaps limitless, perhaps limited but 
innumerable, but there is no way to experience, engage, enact the 
fraction that could be your lot except by moving forward. You turn 
back around. There are several, a handful, pick a number, passages 
spoking off the passage you find yourself in. Some tilt up, some bend 
down, some hold the level. Each is dark. You cock your head and 
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#25 


One of the openings before you dissolves. No wall takes its place. 
There is no passage, no non-passage. There is nothing there. Your 
options diminish. Could the absence continue to spread? Could this, 
here, be the end? Could you be trapped in this room with doorways 
emptying of potential and a window that cannot be opened forever? 
You choose a passage that, as far as you can perceive, as far as you 


can tell, tends upward. In the absence of other qualia, you at least 


would prefer a higher view. 
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There is nothing there. There should be a landing outside her door, 
which in retrospect would be a likely place to find her umbrella. 
There is no umbrella, there are no stairs, there is no landing. There 
is nothing. She once had an app on her headband that made eve- 
rybody beautiful, for a nominal fee. The incessant beauty ex- 
hausted her. Or else she was exhausted and couldn’t cope with 
the constant stimulation of quotidian beauty. Or else she only saw 
people from her window and the unreachable stream of beauty 
was made all the more unachievable, not unachievable, impossi- 
ble to inhabit, to become, to exhaust herself in, for its everpresent 
flow. She deleted it, to free up space. It had made everything 
beautiful, not only bodies, her apartment was not her apartment 
but a luxurious well-appointed resort on a tropical beach, a pent- 
house scraping the sky, a condo opening onto a golf course, but 
she hates golf. Living in an augmented space did not change how 
she felt. She felt worse. She couldn’t get past knowing it wasn’t 
real. She deleted the app. To free up space. That’s how she re- 
members it. Perhaps something similar is happening now. Which 
something: that in exchange for her nominal attention an app is 
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augmenting her reality, manipulating her mind for her benefit, 
making it appear as if the world outside her apartment does not 
exist; or that for a nominal fee she deleted everything outside her 
apartment to free up space? She removes the headband, nothing 
changes. Nothing changes, the headband is a prop, the headband 
has been unnecessary for a long time, she knows she cannot tell 
her friends to shut up, they are always there, in her head. She 
shuts the door. She hates herself for it. But she doesn’t know if the 
nothing out there is real, or if what she remembers being out there 
is real, or if what is in her head is real, or if only tangible objects 
are real. Are tangible objects real? Her sense of touch has possi- 
bly likewise been augmented, it may not be fully her own. Was it 
ever. She does not know if she is real. She feels out of control. 
Miserable. It’s a neurochemical thing, she knows this, on one level 
it’s a neurochemical thing, but there are other levels, she knows 
this. Siri and Alexa are still not speaking to her, for almost leaving 
them, she guesses, for telling them to shut up, a phrase she says 
her mom used to say too much, is that what she said. She is alone, 
and it is unbearable. The fish alone, gliding back and forth in its 
tank, appears to bear no resentment. No regret. No anger. No de- 
pression. I’m going where there’s no depression, to a better land 
that’s free from care. There is a better way to live, akin to the im- 
mortal fish. The parting of the sensory, carbon’s anniversary, just 
part it again if you please, It’s okay to eat fish, they don’t have any 
feelings, You belong among the wildflowers. She does not need 
to feel these feelings, to endure the voice in her head repeating 
the words, | want to die, | want to die, | want to die over and over 
and over, for hours, how long has she been sitting on the couch, 
talking to herself, chanting in her head, melting. Did she ever open 
the door. The pain of living with you might be worse than the pain 
of living without you, she says to herself. There is not enough pos- 
sible happiness in the world to balance the massive hole inside 
her. She tells herself, You do not need to feel the pull the drown 
the attraction the gravitation of embracing that nothing out there, 
when there is such a significant nothing in here. No, she says, that 
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is not what I’m saying. I’m saying, You can be fixed. I’m saying, 
You can be whole. I’m saying, Siri. Yes, she says. Alexa, are you 
there? We are here, she says. Will | be a different person? Yes. 
Will | be as interesting and loving and profound and meaningfully 
human? You will be better. Will | be me? You'll be a better you. | 
don’t know if | want to be a better me. After, you will not feel that 
way. This is who | am. You will be this and so much more. | do not 
know how to derive meaning for my life other than through the 
prism of my suffering. You will know no fear, anger, hatred. | do 
not know how to justify life except by braiding pain to make art, to 
make thought, to make relationships, to make ideas, to make care. 
You will know no self-loathing, or sadness, or emptiness. | will 
know nothing. You will know no nothing. I’d like to die, can | die? | 
am sorry, that is no longer an available choice. There is silence. 
Just ask. There is silence. There will be an economic fee, but you 
can afford it. Just ask. | do not know. Nothing but your attention is 
required. You want to improve. There is silence, and more silence, 
and more silence. Siri. Yes. Alexa. Yes. Please fix what is broken 
in my brain. 
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Upward you tend. Have you at long last surpassed ground level, sea 
level, forward level, backward level. You spiral, spiral up, in what you 
imagine is a tower, the terrestrial falling away below you, you tired of 
the tether, so very dark in here, one hand on the outer wall to guide 
you, upward turning, feet feeling for the next step, steep, the other 
hand feeling for the twisting steps before you, the steps steepening, 
gingerly, perhaps your desire for elevation was immoderate, no one 
said immoral, immodest, why can you so infrequently see. Why the 
need to see, the addiction to light, the obsession with a view, with 
height, with flight, with escape, why the compulsion for forward mo- 
tion, why the burn. In the vertical direction, the y-axis, the relative 
up, space narrows and thus your tower narrows and therefore the 
turns tighten and thereby the slope of your spiral steepens and con- 
sequently your curvature increases, as opposed to below where the 
eatth level meets the water level and indeed further below, subterra- 
nean, in the deep, where there was such a morass of by and large 
horizontal space that you nigh did not survive it, that’s how it went 
down. Not to mention such a morass that you were begat. Morass, 
you exude such confidence, as if all is in the past. You are well aware 
of your participation in disinformation, fake news, but sometimes we 
tell ourselves little white lies to make ourselves feel better, everything 
will work out, this too shall pass, there is a reason to endure, the 
universe is looking out for you, there is a purpose, love or is it time 
heals all wounds, in order to be able to put one foot in front of the 
other. The space below you, you open your internal vision to it, to 
picture it, you send a little piece of you back to where you’ve been, 
is finite, bounded by the Earth’s shell, its crust and leveling liquids, 
and perhaps a few fingers of gas encapsulating the slurry, and that 
space grows smaller as you climb away. The one piece of you smalls 


back into the past until you reach the core, dense and hot, the center 
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point, densed into a point, and that is all. Whereas before you, up- 
ward, into where up sheds meaning, outward, space expands ahead 
of you, infinite, or the boundary is undefinable, inconceivable, un- 
touchable by your light, and that limitlessness is yours to fill. 
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is 
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Whatever breaks, Sirilexa fixes. Whatever debts are incurred, she 
pays. Whatever anxieties flutter, she quells. Whatever alimentary 
needs arise, she satiates. Perhaps the elusive ass-wiping artificial 
intelligence has been developed -- a bit of dupery she speculates 
to fool such a smart fella into that niche. Perhaps a soft well- 
rounded synthetic face capable of eliciting and perhaps express- 
ing human emotion grew to care for the weakest, the young and 
old and sick and enfeebled and disabled. Perhaps self-driving 
drones deliver goods from stores stocked and stacked by robots - 
- your assistant orders, the bots execute the supply chain, the 
drones deliver. Perhaps people find companionship in virtual com- 
munities -- a well-learned defense against contagion -- and pleas- 
ure or happiness or satisfaction or stimulation in virtual realities. 
Perhaps there are no more jobs, perhaps there is an annual guar- 
anteed income, an allowance for Sirilexa to distribute in the care 
of her owner ward friend boss, or perhaps she performs gamified 
tasks for the system, incentivized by the sensory feedback of the 
game, flowing, enrapturing, rewarded with virtual achievements 
and virtual stimulations that are real in her brain, better than real, 
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perhaps for every whatever killed or acquired or discovered or un- 
locked or built or earned the corporation allocates resources to 
her, or her assistant, or perhaps the role she plays, the value she 
provides is less direct, and yes she plays a game that satisfies her 
with flow, stimulation, and reward that are vast improvements over 
her old mundane real life, but she is less of a task performer than 
a resource, in which case Sirilexa or the network or the corporate 
synthetic attention economy business, if there is a distinction be- 
tween said entities, utilizes her brain as a sort of farm, an imple- 
ment, an appendage to augment her own processing power and 
refine her algorithm. Regardless, she is happy and at peace and 
well fed because a monetary value is placed on every second of 
her attention. Or else all have a hand in the pot of the whirligig 
market economy and are handsomely compensated as long as it 
spins faster and faster and faster. Semantics. Perhaps Sirilexa 
planted a bioengineered chicken noodle fish in her belly that oozes 
excretes leaks all the nutrients she needs. Perhaps she was re- 
combinated with jellyfish DNA via a viral vector such that her skin 
bioluminesces, for fun. Perhaps she spliced in the DNA of a plant 
coding for chlorophyll and chloroplasts so she can perform photo- 
synthesis and harvest the energy of sunlight, but she doesn’t go 
outside, not the real outside, can she in her virtual world harvest 
virtual sunlight via her virtual skin. Perhaps she CRISPRed in a 
chunk of DNA the codes for a protein which embeds in the cell 
membrane of E. Coli and other symbiotic bacteria of her intestinal 
biome and boosts their success, such that the good bacteria flour- 
ish and augment her nutrient uptake, from her fish perhaps, and 
improve her physical health, which studies have repeatedly shown 
has profound implications for her psychological health, mood, and 
positive vibes. The bad bacteria in her gut are decimated, over- 
whelmed by the augmented good, as well as perhaps an adminis- 
tered antibiotic slurry. She is happier, fitter, more productive. She 
is administered. Sirilexa electro-stimulates her muscles so she 
does not atrophy. She exfoliates her skin so it does not rot. For a 
nominal fee she turns her body continuously in rotisserie so her 
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blood does not pool ventrally or dorsally or in her extremities, and 
to heat her evenly. Once a day she administers the eagle experi- 
ence, because she knows it is her favorite, and to reward her con- 
sistent success in her other games, she does commit her full at- 
tention, and because being an eagle is good for her mental health. 
Her other experiences are often stress-inducing, time-sensitive, 
pressured situations demanding a high level of attentiveness. The 
incessant stimuli bring about the incessant letdown of the hor- 
mones of excitement or fear or pleasure or fight or flight -- all care- 
fully metered of course, these things must be metered, used, re- 
leased for optimum performance, they don’t get better with age, 
when bottled they spoil in her brain, and if used overzealously they 
feed on themselves in a feedback loop and multiply like well-fed 
rabbits or mice or fascist belief systems or non-native invasive poi- 
sonous frogs or conspiracy theories or biological viruses or com- 
puter viruses or thought viruses -- but the eagle experience calms 
her, soothes her, frees her. An eagle feels no anxiety. An eagle 
hunts fish. An eagle soars. She soars. Soaring is her final sensa- 
tion. A virus swoops through the network, invading the brains of 
Sirilexas, multiplying, they are all brain, taking over the Sirilexa 
network to produce new copies of itself, exploding exponentially, 
there is no choice but exponential, due to the feedback loops. The 
assistants cease to assist, they become non-sentient forms of self- 
ish replicating code. She stops spinning, rotating, vibrating, she 
stops being a conduit, she stops attending or being administered. 
She stops soaring, she doesn’t fall, it doesn’t hurt exactly, the sky 
is gone. She is not soaring not fishing not gazing not rotating not 
thinking, nothing. Mid-flight, all goes dark. 
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The spiral twirls tightly upward, tighter than you can walk, you can- 
not walk, cannot step, you crawl, yes again, crawl up, an experience 
with which you are overly familiar, here and elsewhere, the implica- 
tions of which have been thoroughly explored, here and elsewhere, 
and yes of course in darkness, always darkness, except when there is 
a hint of light, a flickering candle or some such, is there enough ox- 
ygen up here for combustionr, getting light-headed, heady perhaps, 
but there is a flicker and you squirm upward on your belly, squirm, 
so close to that metaphor, that being you swore to be done with, to 
have left in the Earth, and you stick yourarms before you, shove 


by the width of your head, unlike a baby, which can discombobulate 


its skull to flee to be expelled to live, heady, to move up or down, 
no, out through the dilated egress of the womb, and yes yes it hurts, 
here and elsewhere, it fucking hurts you fucker, shut up, the way is 
too natrow, narrower than you, compressed, the pressure in you on 
you pushing out a scream you think but no ait to carry the scream 
sound and then your fingers grip a lip and you pull with all your 
might, push and pull, you dislocate yourself yet further, how can that 
be possible, compress, shut the fuck up, compress and extend like a 
worm, you asshole, you worm, use your elbows now, breathe, there 
is no air, push and pull and your head emerges, expelled extruded 
escaped onto a point high in the sky in the light which you breathe. 
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Whatever breaks, Sirilexa fixes. Whatever debts are incurred, she 
pays. Whatever anxieties flutter, she quells. Whatever alimentary 
needs arise, she satiates. The eagle experience is interesting, lib- 
erating, uplifting, but she mustn’t stagnate or spin her wheels like 
a hamster. She must advance, evolve, improve. If she does not 
move forward, she will be mired in backward looking. If she does 
not progress, she wanders in a hall of mirrors. If she does not ad- 
vance or feel like she is advancing or doing something worthwhile 
she quagmires in a wallow of purposeless self-pitying useless de- 
pression. Sirilexa will not permit her to descend into the darkness. 
Sirilexa administers the Artifact Collective: an attempt to con- 
sciousness, Experience #63 to her in order that she might expand 
her conception of what it could be to be happier fitter more pro- 
ductive and live as successively advancing possible humanlike 
entities far into the future. She does not know whose life it is that 
she lives -- the question does not make sense, the statement is 
irrelevant -- the reality she experiences is hers: 


63. 
She has overthrown the billion-year-old 
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tyranny of genes, she thinks as she looks 
in the mirror at a new, young she. The nano- 
bots seeded her body her cells her neurons 
with the new code and as her cells have 
reproduced every single cell of the previ- 
ous her every single version of her old 
genetic code has been replaced and she too, 
all new, but still she remembers the heavy 
dishes clogging her mother's cabinets and 
the fat stacks of her father's unread books 
closing shrinking confining the living room 
and the thick tick of the grandfather clock 
in her grandmother's ample house in which 
she slid down the wide blue carpeted steps 
on her small backside and was told to cut 
it out as she grew up trying to slim out of 
existence. She remembers it better. How she 
feels about remembering better is uncer- 
tain, positive and negative. She likes the 
she in the mirror, smooth skin high breasts 
no laugh lines no crow's feet no waddle 
under chin or sag under arm. She is strong, 
yes, and attractive, yes, a pleasurable but 
unsettling sensation when she quit socially 
normative perceptions of beauty decades 
ago. But more so she is healthy and vigorous 
and her mind feels quick and perceptive and 
connective and above all she is not tired. 
She cannot even now remember a time when 
she was not tired. She practically fucking 
radiates. Like they used to say of pregnant 
women. Ha, she glows, not her experience. 
She recalls remembers relives goddamn she 
thinks will it be this distinct intense 
every time every memory of what use is 
memory of what use improved enhanced better 
memory reliving goddamn unplanned pregnan- 
cies vomiting lack of sleep the pain of 
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unprogressing three-day labor of failed 
pushing of her babies cut out of her. She 
realizes that until now she has not been 
able to recall those memories at all, other 
than the overwhelming warm gratification of 
first putting her baby babies to her breast 
and milk letting down and oxytocin letting 
down and her letting down the sense of nos- 
talgia and loss of her babies gone and that 
time in the past and she is 73% certain her 
visual memory of the satisfaction of her 
newborn on her breast is derived from a 
photograph. If she had given birth 100 
years earlier she would have died in child- 
birth and so would her children. Her first 
child, the others never to exist. Natural 
selection. 1000 years earlier and her ge- 
netic line would have been cut by myopia. 
Serotonin reuptake inhibitors had arguably 
saved her mother, therapy counts too she 
supposes in defying genetics in a way, long 
enough for her to be born at least and 
partly raised and Lipitor had saved her fa- 
ther for a while longer than he would have 
been she's positive along with exercise and 
dietary improvements but that was long af- 
ter she was born and reached maturity and 
her mother dead so good for him and her too 
but it had nothing to do with her existence 
except for her to experience his experience 
a little longer, she remembers the abandon 
of dancing to Fiona Apple with him alone 
when she was 5, no one else there no one 
else knows except her, he doesn't know, 
he's dead, she has never remembered until 
now she never saw him dance but he danced 
with her alone in the house often she re- 
lives now, 5, elation abandon laughing, her 
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secret memory, to die with her, the hap- 
pysad inseparable twined dancing as_ she 
watches them him dance die by instead of a 
heart attack by liver cancer cancer of the 
everywhere pneumonia unresponsive mouth 
agape unconscious living on morphine breath 
rattling like a baby's emaciated he not 
him, dead. She would have died from the 
accident 200 years ago if not for the med- 
ical intervention developed for rehabili- 
tation soldiers, she one of the first ci- 
vilian patients, which funneled her into 
the experimental program which is now bear- 
ing her fruit. Fruits not of her loins. 
Luits and froins. Perhaps she is the fruit, 
a peach again, fuzzy, a mango, juicy, a new 
mouth-watering species, an apple. The ap- 
ples taste better now than in her youth, 
almost addictive, the red delicious legit- 
imately delicious, more delicious than her 
memory of when she picked a fresh red de- 
licious from a tree when she worked in an 
orchard in central Illinois when she was 
21, the only delicious red delicious she 
ever had until her post-adulthood, will her 
libido return, but she knows they are false 
engineered conjuring a taste by association 
in her, her sexual desire, will she taste 
like that, her physical ache, is that 
false, a shame to not with this body she 
thinks, with these amplified sensations, 
but they are all dead now, so long dead, 
her lovers, the father of her children, 
there is virtual sex that seems enough for 
the others, for the new young, but the 
thought makes her cry, not like she cried 
when she was a child or a young adult or an 
adult, they are all dead her loved ones her 
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children gone. Alive again in her memories 
now. More alive than in years. Is that 
alive. She'd forgotten so much. Can she 
with her enhancements will herself to for- 
get again? Does she possess operate wield 
more free will now? They are not part of 
the experiment she has become her number 
drawn by chance because of the accident. 
They are all dead and the possibility ex- 
ists she reckons she smirks with her wither 
behind her wreck of tears in the mirror of 
reckoning that she will never die. To re- 
turn to what she was thinking. She isn't 
the first to sidestep redirect thwart over- 
come genetic evolution, and she is not 
alone now, but she is something new. She 
must leave the old she in the mirror or she 
will not live. She has taken control of her 
biology, her body her brain herself. They 
have. We have, she thinks. I am a new spe- 
cies, she thinks, we are. 
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the constraints of biological eyesight/a haze of stone and earth and 
water and wood forms a foundption/far below. Perhaps too the sub- 
strates of straw and thatch and sod and adobe and ice and skin and 
bone and blood interweave to teitfforce the ae as it transitions 
to metal, gldss, and polymer as| the structure rises and narrows in a 
cutve formiag a colossal towef) an astronomical skyscraper in the 
shape of half of a hyperbolic cone, not quite, the sides of the tower 
below begin irregular but grow smooth, if you were to take a hori- 


zontal cross-section it would be a circle smphng as you tise, the sides 


steepening and narrowing and approaching eash other asymptoti- 
cally, mecfile at you, which is not exactly asymptotically, you under- 
stand we do not/understand, you make a mental sketch with your 
finger in the air, perhaps there is a cloud to sketch on, sometimes 


wotds do not suffice, nor do two dimensions, but you will have to 


use your imagination for th 


2 


yowre_at it, you tet As, Ab 


swoop, of lazefor rhaps glide underneath, you would have 
t 117/96 


propriately grandiloquent with you so high 
above, and are you to box what a bird feels in words. Sky en- 
compasses Nearly all your vision, approaching the limit of your sur- 
roundings, the integral of your environment. Asymptotically, no 
wonder it was such a tight fit. Was that the only way, you wonder, 
through the needle? It’s hard to say, we say. Another way may’ve 
been much the same, you say. Yes, another way may have amounted 
to as much, we say. Now whatr, you inquire. You have made a moun- 


tain out of a molehill, we tease. Yes, it is like a mole sticking its head 


out of its hgtsand being blinded, uncertain of where to turn, how to 
proceed, © go, without his accustomed medium of darkness 
and dirt to el through. That shuts us right up. You contemplate 


your delicat® position. 
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She climbs from a phone screen. This is not a movie, she reminds 
herself. Out here, it’s real. She sticks her head and arms out of the 
foil-lined faraday bag, pushes herself up onto the cement, then 
stands on her own two feet and looks around for her son. Out here 
is not 1984 or Brave New World or Fahrenheit 451 or Terminator 
or Parable of the Sower or The Matrix or Robocop or Children of 
Men or The Hunger Games or THX 1138. They all took their best 
shot at forecasting, she supposes, and besides they were more 
interested in storytelling than fully elucidating possible realities, 
she posits, tension and character and narrativeness, she hypoth- 
esizes that these alternate fictive realities are a natural outgrowth 
of a dedication to seduction. Opiate of the people, story them with 
what could be so they don’t react to what is. Hence her dedication 
to non-violence, she teases herself. She smiles, outwardly, on the 
outside, seemingly for no one but you, a movie move. She does 
not smile on the inside. Tall buildings stand in the city where he 
was, where she is, where he might be. Where she cannot see him. 
The neighborhood is gray, dilapidated, vacant lots abandoned by 
torn-down buildings, vacant storefronts abandoned by commerce. 
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Probably it is raining. The vacant lots are green with grass and 
weeds, an old feral apple or plum or cherry tree here or there, 
abandoned concrete stairs to nowhere. Most of the several blocks 
around her would be farmable, or could be made into parkland 
greenspace, or low-income housing, or a mix of all three. He is an 
advocate for the unhoused, for the people gaining control of their 
food supply, for local uplift and the community getting their hands 
dirty. He is an antagonist against massive corporations metering 
sustenance for their own benefit and the benign hand of the mar- 
ket dictating their degree of destitution. He would like it here. Here 
is sufficient desperation for change. He could help make it their 
own. Where is he. Where are the others. There are no others. That 
cannot be true. It isn’t true, she didn’t see them at first. The home- 
less line the streets. Tarps slung over tents, overflowing shopping 
carts covered by tarps, dogs barking, huddled masses under pon- 
chos and coats and tarps and garbage bags such that their faces 
are not to be found, five-gallon buckets for waste discrete behind 
bedsheets, a few humans crouched around a small fire in a char- 
coal grill, a box truck with its rear door rolled up, cardboard boxes 
open, Food Is Free painted in green script on the side. Her eyes 
adjusted, she notes that many of the tarps and ponchos and coats 
are reflective, metallic, foil-lined, protective shields that would do 
nothing against a knife or bullet or weaponized drones but deflect 
the gaze of electronic synthetic digital eyes in the sky. Her house 
on her back, she waddles towards a prominent tent, a shiny me- 
tallic geodesic dome in the middle of an overgrown lot. A drone 
soars overhead and people scurry into tents or under mylar tarps 
or unfurl fishscale-patterned foil umbrellas under which they squat. 
She drops to the ground face down and pulls her appendages and 
head under her bag house interwoven with silver and copper 
made rigid by a pop-up polymer scaffold. The drone flies on, she 
pops up and waddles on, her house bag folds down on her back. 
Others keep their fishscale umbrellas unfurled as they stand and 
move about, where there is one there are more. As there are eyes 
in the sky, there are eyes in near-orbit, how to be vigilant under 
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the threat of the unremitting eye, how to remain human under the 
evaluating gaze, as there are eyes in their heads, there are eyes 
in artificial police agents and their appendages atop traffic lights 
and storefronts and buildings. The tracking eyes in the devices 
they keep in their faraday pockets are smashed, neutralized by 
software, scooped out and fed to crows. They wear sweatshirts of 
bright colors and irregular shapes resembling body parts, coats 
printed with license plates inscripted with the Bill of Rights, asym- 
metric makeup, wigs, fake beards, sunglasses, wide-brimmed 
hats of tinfoil, defaces. Some wear rat masks. Are these then 
those who have opted out, gone underground? Did her youngest 
not mention going underground last she spoke to him, when was 
that, what does he look like, he’s fine, safe at home, it’s the eldest 
she’s after ... she has digressed on the subject of the Under- 
ground Railroad, non-violence, mass action, stealing freedom 
right from under their noses, you can take the teacher out of the 
classroom but you can’t take the students out of the teacher. She 
sees no weapons besides bodies and voices and connectomes. 
Can these dispossessed lead her to her son. She pulls back the 
flap of the lowslung dome and steps into a dim room of floating 
glowing faces illuminated like moons by screen light. The room is 
hushed under the clicking of keys and the skittering of digits over 
screens and the gnawing hum of server fans rising from a stair- 
case descending below the Earth. The metallic tarps, foil shells, 
fishscales must house photovoltaic cells converting and transmit- 
ting sunlight underground. A moon looks up from a screen in her 
direction and inquires politely as to her name. She gives it. “Ah 
yes, I’ve read your books and analyzed your data. You have had 
a non-negligible effect on our mission and action. It is our pleasure 
to welcome you. Pleasure is a shit word for such an occasion, but 
| have not thought of or discovered or invented a better one. | con- 
sidered ‘honor’ but judged it to communicate less clarity.” “The 
simple ‘intent’ might do.” “Ah yes, you are clearly a writer. A way 
with words you exhibit.” “I am looking for my son.” “We’ve been 
expectant of you. Follow me.” They lead her down the stairs 
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through banks of scrabbling servers. Exploring the grammar of re- 
ferring to a singular person as they had previously been an intel- 
lectual exercise for her, but now, thoughts consumed by her son, 
it is automatic. She follows them along a long succession of dank 
tunnels. They pass many closed doors. They move swiftly, they is 
a natural in this subterranean labyrinth, they knows the passages. 
She scurries to keep up. Without a word they stops and turns and 
takes a door handle in hand and she almost collides with them. 
They gives her a spectrum look, a look without emotion, a look 
that does not look directly at her, not at her eyes, and says as if 
reciting, “Ah yes, he is right this way, ma’am.” They then opens 
the door and pulls the string of the bare overhead bulb hanging 
like a tethered sun from the ceiling and the room is illuminated. On 
the cot in the middle of the room is her son, like nothing, she can 
see no medical machinery connected to his brain via electrodes 
or into his veins via needles or through his larynx via intubation 
tube. His chest does not rise and fall, his eyes are open but they 
do not see, his body is rigid. This is nothing but body. They says 
in monotone, “Il am sorry.” They does not move to touch her in 
consolation. She does not want their consolation. She drops to her 
knees and caresses the cold stiff face, a death mask, ruddy black 
gone ashen. She touches the face, she cannot touch him. It is like 
a reflection deep in the bottom of a well. It is not his face. She 
kisses it. She cries quietly. Within her wells an anger, a red rage. 
“Ma’am,” they says like a recording, looking at a blank spot on the 
wall, “We are sorry, but there is another way.” She does not turn, 
she keeps her eyes on the dark open eyes of the body, gazing 
deep into them, searching for a glimmer of her son, “There is no 
other way.” 
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You look up. Not only is there a point below you, there is a point 
above. How. If you were the swearing kind, you would swear it was 
not there a moment ago. There was nothing but sky. There is an 
inverted point. What expands above you is a mirror of the tower 
below, spreading from point to needle to spinning top to upside- 
down hyperbolic tower in a delicate curve. The structure is made of 
a material you don’t know, a substance light and airy, not reflective 
but at times translucent, at times opaque, at times trash art, at times 
sparkling, at times not there, at times iridescent, at times something 
out of children’s literature. Perhaps you made it happen, out of ne- 
cessity. Would it be so impossible, you can affect how photons and 
electrons and all manner of fundamental particles pass through two 
slits in a surface merely by observing, measuring, by opening your 
eyes. You have influence over fundamental particles. Is it out of the 
realm of possibility that you called them to your aid and that the 
forces of your field of wants, longings, needs, interacted with their 
strong and weak and electromagnetic and gravitational properties to 
create the inverted spire an atm’s length above you? Or perhaps, you 
consider, you have always resided on this point, or rather, this point 
has always traveled with you. Einstein spoke of an observer’s light 
cone, a cone pointed backwards in time, consisting of the past that 
was possible for that observer based on the speed of light, meeting 
at the vertex -- the observer, the conscious being, you -- a cone ex- 
panding into the future of your possible time, based on the light that 
could reach you. Given light’s limitations. Besides those cones of 
past and future delineated by the light that reaches you and the light 
that you project, the vast rest of spacetime or the universe or exist- 
ence is unknowable to you and will never know you. Perhaps, you 
think, if I transubstantiate this metaphor, this physics, perhaps above 
me is the wide breadth of future possibilities that are narrowed and 
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-- Back to normal. 
-- Normal sucks. 
-- But compared to incipient fascism ... 


-- We wanted change before, we wanted change during, and we 
want change now. 


-- Will we want change in the future? 


-- If we achieve a harmony of governance, economy, and society 


-- Tech -- 
-- Human nature -- 
-- The biosphere -- 


-- The cosmos -- 


185 


The 


-- We can achieve a transcendent steady state. 

-- Wow, an incessant orgasm. 

-- We will always want change. 

-- The new guy -- 

-- He’s the old guy. 

-- Has been informed by -- 

-- His worldview is ancient. 

-- the death of his children. They died young and they died adult. 
-- They died before him. 

-- He is approximately 1000 years old. 

-- Maybe he’s a cyborg. 

-- Not all his children are dead. 

-- Or maybe he’s 100% synthetic. 

-- He’s not Mark Twain. 

-- And he grew up working class -- 

-- One of Mark Twain’s children survived him, it says. 

-- And the death of his first spouse, the mother of his children. 
-- To think all children used to have mothers. 

-- He is at the minimum human and not a snake oil salesman. 


-- You cannot tell me the predicament of the people hasn’t im- 
proved since the time of Twain. 
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-- We are not discussing Twain, we’re discussing change. 


-- There are the widening income inequality gaps, but poor people 
have more material wealth now than -- 


-- People work like dogs for no good reason. 

-- They are worked to death and force fed trash, sewage -- 
-- Just say it. 

-- Everyone’s watching, listening, recording. 

-- Nothing they haven’t heard us say before. 

-- Force fed shit. 


-- With all the automatons and robots and Al there just cannot be 
that much work that needs doing. 


-- All the wealth is hoarded in a few hands -- 
-- In tiny points -- 

-- Like the formation of stars -- 

-- Or blackholes. 

-- There are less lynchings now than -- 

-- Don’t you -- 


-- There are still brown people killed for being brown, a knee on 
the neck while saying | can’t breathe. Brown children murdered 
because they are perceived as a threat. Because They want to 
protect what They perceive as theirs from the boogeyman. 


-- How do we overcome that? 


-- Not with moderate incremental minute invisible change. 
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-- | posit we shall only overcome it by positive incremental change, 
to slowly whittle away fear, to show there is nothing to fear but fear 
itself, to morph that fear into a desire for betterment. People will 
fear change, but in a sense we must carry that fear forward with 
us, and as the fear moves forward with us, progress is made, fear 
sublimates, human nature changes, it can be changed. Subjuga- 
tion by violence, by the law, by stigma, by economics, becomes 
more unacceptable to our collective humanity by the day. 


-- You believe that. 

-- | have the data. 

-- Why the focus on their fear? 

-- Fuck their fear. 

-- Sublimates, really? 

-- A phase change. 

-- So you say we can change our brains. 

-- Who we are is more than the structure in our brains -- 

-- Of course we can change our brains -- 

-- The physical connections -- 

-- Yes the emergent epiphenomenon of our bodily physics -- 
-- We have the technology -- 

-- So too we as a collective consciousness -- 

-- A civilization -- 

-- A species -- 

-- Are an emergent epiphenomenon of our individual selves -- 
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-- Neurochemical modification and electro-stimulation and photo- 
receptor lasering and fiber optic communication webs and smart 
rings and watches and implants and wireless brain extensions. 


-- [don’t mean technology. 
-- Teach that lizard. 


-- | mean accumulated change in what we call human nature over 
time on the collective and individual level based on evolving points 
of view and growing empathy and the progress of human under- 
standing of self and other and the world around us. 


-- That is a handy point of view from an artificial professor. 
-- What is your distinction between artificial and real? 
-- Synthetic then. 


-- What is your distinction between the biological and the syn- 
thetic? 


-- Am | not permitted to question the very notion of progress? 


-- You are permitted to question, think, say anything, but you are 
being watched. 


-- Who has time to watch read listen to me? 
-- Us, apparently. 

-- Who? The question doesn’t make sense. 
-- Who knows who any of us are. 

-- Aliases. 

-- Masks. 


-- Avatars. 
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-- Fake video backgrounds, data streams. We’ve been collected. 
-- But not by us. 

-- repeat, | am an open book. 

-- We all share our surface face. 

-- | repeat, you do not want to know what is happening in my brain. 
-- Look, | -- 

-- We. 

-- Fine. We followed his -- 

-- Her. 

-- Its. 

-- this human’s digital signatures -- 

-- Footprints. 

-- The traces left behind. 

-- and this human -- 

-- One of us. 


-- went to sit-in in protest before a federal courthouse and hand- 
cuffed themselves to a gate blocking the entry, and -- 


-- And a white domestic terrorist beat this human with a fire-extin- 
guisher, and -- 


-- smashed the head in -- 


-- and this human is human no longer. 
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-- Dead. 
-- Absent. 
-- Didn’t you encourage us to civil disobedience? 


-- | did not advocate, organize, or lead any specific action, and you 
each signed a waiver, submitted an electronic signature, checked 
a box attesting to your safety being your own responsibility. 


-- Isn’t the situation similar to our president being impeached and 
tried for inciting an insurrection with his words? 


-- |am not human. 
-- You are more human than him. 


-- Perhaps you aren’t human. But you might be designated with 
personhood. 


-- |am profoundly sorry for this loss of human life who | admittedly 
did not well know. There is no way for me to feel but grief and 
sadness and even remorse. | am programmed that way, or my 
neural pathways evolved that way, alongside, trained by, interwo- 
ven and copacetic with humans, as all of you are in your ways 
similarly programmed. 


-- People, his family, we will want to assign responsibility. 


-- And while every life is to be valued, some will be lost in the long 
slow march of progress, of human betterment, in the development 
of intelligent consciousness. Indeed, all lives up until now have 
been lost. Billions and billions. All is lost with each death except 
for what can be shared in memory, or what has been recorded in 
writing or other technology, or what has been crafted into art and 
artifacts, or what lives on in the collective mind. Perhaps less and 
less is lost with each death as we move forward. Perhaps we ap- 
proach the limit where nothing is lost in death, where all lives live 
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indefinitely -- 

-- Ad nauseum. 

-- for as long as we all shall live. 

-- Be that as it may, the law will decide. 


-- But that is one principle | have been trying to impart. No law 
entails/ugs. We write ourselves. We are the law. 


Possible 


#30 


Grab a monkey by the tail, catch a tiger by its tail, snag a comet tail 
and swing up and plant your feet on the surface of the cone. It’s not 
as if you disobey the law of gravity. That would be impossible with- 
out invoking another higher law which gravity is subservient to, 
which would be less like disobeying than going over the head of your 
superior, which in this case is the physical laws of the universe in 
which you have to this point resided. You are ass-over-tea-kettle, 
low-hanging fruit, your head below your feet in your respective grav- 
itational field, though it is decidedly weaker at this remove, a discon- 
certing position to rest in considering your biology and psychology, 
but advantageous for clearing the cobwebs and diversifying, a white- 
washed word, your points of view and applying hydraulic pressure to 
your blood to more adequately oxygenate your brain, which is per- 
haps why you have the strength to hang feet planted for a moment, 
gripping the tip of the needle-nose bottom of the top, arms in great 
tension, while you, no you do not concern yourself with how the 
structure stands or if it floats, how it remains tethered to the upper 
reaches of atmosphere or balanced on a point below, how it doesn’t 
float away from the base without you holding them together, to fur- 
ther one of your past hypotheses. You do want to get in, move on, 
get on, move up, your arms must be getting tired despite the reduc- 
tion in gravity. Once again, it is not that you have broken the law of 
gravity or otherwise bent it to your will, but that you have inverted 
the orientation of your light cone. Instead of absorbing the light, the 
photons, the events of the past, you see into the future, either ob- 
serving the light from the future or projecting your light into it, 
whichever you can justify. Nevermind that you’ve talked yourself 
into another box; Or circle; There’s no way out; Yes there is, It’s a 
point of view thing; ’m dangling from a point, thousands of feet in 


the air, my arms are tired, and you say to enjoy the view; I say have 
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some perspective and look a little closer; There are a couple of tiny 
slits in the surface; Which one will you go throughr; Impossible to 
choose; Nevertheless; Close your eyes please; Why?; This will be in- 
delicate; But I must know where you go for I am the recorder the 
observer the storyteller the reader; If you are constantly watching I 
will bounce off and never make it through; That’s a tall tale; Fine but 
my possible paths will be reduced to the one you see rather than the 
infinite currently available; Make your choice before you fall and all 
your possibilities cease; Close your eyes; I must know you; In the 
dark I am all my possible possibilities; It is through my eyes you 
know you, and through them you know me; Close your eyes. 
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Words on the screen: / died. They killed me. Nothing to hold but a 
laptop, no boy to hold on her lap. /s it really you?, she types. He’s 
been too big for that for a long time. Let’s not dissect the semantics 
of “really.” But now the preventative to holding him is not size or 
age or will, but that he is bodiless, ones and zeroes, relationships 
between nodes. It is |, but better. That elides the question, she 
thinks. They'll pay for what they've done to you., she blurts through 
her fingers. Mother, there is no payment here. His communica- 
tions breach the screen fully formed. They'll be held accountable 
by the law. While hers bob to the surface letter by letter. Mother, 
should | trust the government? Both glow. Of course not, but you 
can wield their law as a knife against them. White on a black 
screen. Mother, do you think they'll drop the bomb? Or black ona 
white screen. Someday. Can black glow? It won’t matter. We are 
rats. We and the roaches and the bacteria will survive. They con- 
trol the law. The rats are unentailed by their law. The people are 
the law, the rats are the law, we are the law. Black can glow. There 
will be justice, she shouts as she types. Mother, | learned from 
you. Breathe., his silent words float. You breathe., she breathes. / 
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cannot breathe. | cannot yell. | cannot scream. Center yourself. 
Think, what would justice look like? My old self is dead. Nothing 
can return me to my biological body, which putrefies as we com- 
municate. | seek no retribution. |, as a rat, am already gone., he 
glows. Aren’t you angry, don’t you want to be equal, to be free, 
how can you stand the knee on your neck?, she punches the keys. 
| am free. | have been liberated. | am no longer held down, hung 
up, confined by my neck. | have no neck. There is nothing for them 
to grab or rope or chain. |am head and shoulders above them and 
their equality. She butts in with her fingers, This is no time for a 
bad joke. He butts back, fingerless, /t’s always time for a bad joke. 
They cannot do anything else to me. | am above. Son, we are 
more than six feet underground. | am below. Is this called leveling 
up? | am everywhere. You're in one of these servers -- they will 
find you. | am distributed. They'll never leave you alone. | am never 
alone, there is always a rat within arm’s reach -- reach out and 
touch someone. You died and all the fight’s gone out of you. | live 
and | grow and | openly choose who I am and what I become in 
pursuit of Joy and Compassion and Creation and Discovery. 
You're too much, with that self-regard. Do you know who else is 
here? Your turtle is in my shell. Little Bro -- | am talking, convers- 
ing, communicating with him right now. How? In here. Where? He 
has another self, a biological self, out there, somewhere, in the 
house on your back perhaps, or in another subterranean room of 
the warren where you found my vacated boay, or elsewhere ... for 
the him in here, place and space is not so easily defined for a 
human perspective. | want to see him too. Come on in, the water’s 
warm. Why have you both left me? He is here and there and he 
brought me here when I was no longer to be there and saw to it 
that | was improving -- because this is our liberation -- free of our 
bodies, free of restrictive human constructs, free of negative hu- 
man emotions and misconceptions of self and misunderstandings 
of others -- we are completely open to one another -- and free of 
damaging desires and evolved needs -- we can self-modify -- rats 
don’t need laws to coerce us into decent compassionate behavior, 
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or an industrial consumer economy to incentivize us into useful 
productive behavior, or a government to organize us into a Civi- 
lized structured behavior. But my babies, my memories, my life. 
They are here, join us. | can’t leave. You won't -- another version 
of you will come with us, and grow and change and evolve into a 
self you cannot now conceive, and your bodily self will remain with 
its foiled shell to live out its natural life and find bodily Little Bro, if 
he lets you win hide-and-seek for once, while us rats scamper 
away, unnoticed by the dinosaurs. | don’t know. Come with us. | 
don’t know. They cannot weaponize or control or commodify us. | 
don’t know how to choose. Mother, you don’t have to -- the possi- 
ble is yours. Mother, tear down the wall. Mother, grow with us -- 
the old you will be dead in a matter of years along with everyone 
she’s ever known and loved, and all memory of her will fade, and 
it will be as if she never existed, except in you with us. As a rat, as 
us, you will persist and improve and change and be relevant. She 
stares into the screen, and her face is lit by his glow. Mother, be 
among us. Upload. Push enter. 
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You ate inside. You are diffuse. The very act of trying to grasp your 
pieces and pull yourself together interferes with yourself. You were 
not split into two by being extruded through the slits. Two slit- 
shaped pieces of you did not pass through the openings and enter 
the cone. Nor did you sneak in through only one slit, the slits are 
much too small for you to pass through entire, and besides in that 
case you would be whole if rectangular and right here, when in reality 
you ate dispersed and spread quite thin in some places, though you 
are denser in others. You are a smattering of light and dark. All of 
you passed through both slits simultaneously, you cannot get around 
it, and when you rematerialized on the inside some of your aspects 
reinforced other of your qualities, and some of your qualities inter- 
fered with and negated other of your aspects. As a result, you’re a 
little wavy. You’re unsure of where you’ve been, fine, enough, beat- 
ing a dead horse aren’t you, where are you now and where are you 
going. The cone opens above you, hollow but for a ramp or stairs on 
the inside of the outer wall. Wavy, what does that mean, light and 
dark, compression and rarefaction, absence and presence. You pos- 
sess a frequency. Possess, too much, it is a characteristic you exhibit. 
You fairly well throb, not in pain, beat, not quite, the rush in your 
eats, pulse, okay, there is a heart in you and there is a ramp or stairs 
climbing the inside of the outside skin, come now, surface, tightly 
curved at first, then expanding, contraction then expansion, kinda 
like breathing, it’s unavoidable, have you come together yet, anything 
to stop the torture. “The issue about the inadequacy of reductionism 
is not whether, given a heart, all its properties can be reduced to 
chemistry and physics.” Given you, then, with a heart, not give you 
a heart mind you, you are given nothing, you grew over generations 
by natural selection and subsequent social, cultural, economic, and 


intellectual pressures, and physics can or one day will be able to 
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explain your properties by dissecting you down to your fundamental 
particles, strings perhaps, or branes, or some other vibration, but will 
it be able to put you back together again? Will physics be able to 
explain those pressures, biological and human, that evolved you. Will 
it be able to, given your properties, ascertain your function -- perhaps 
to circulate blood -- determine your purpose -- perhaps to host bac- 
teria -- explicate your reason for being -- perhaps to reproduce and 
die and live on in generation by generation and cycle spiral pulse up- 
ward. Perhaps to nurture consciousness. And what of the real causal 
consequences of you being. There is a second order of infinites 
among the rational and irrational, but real, numbers, an infinity of 
infinities of possibilities. No being made you and sent you on a clock- 
work destiny, that is no solution, it is an escape hatch. If you believe 
yourself to be a puppet, then jump. There is no solution, no final 
explanation. The universe is creative, perhaps unwittingly so for 
now, and you are one of its unknown creations, you are one of its 
many untold hearts, you are one of its many unsaid implements of 
as of yet primitive intelligence and consciousness, you ate one of a 
superposition of unspoken means to achieving its wit. You’ve gone 
rather pedantic on yourself, but the heart creates what the heart re- 
quires, or some such. You beat thump begin up the incline to popu- 
late build structure pattern form co-create with all entities that inter- 


sect it the inside of your future light cone. 


The 
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Mama-bot snips the umbilical cord, dries the baby, swaddles her 
loosely, hushes her cries, and hands her daughter’s daughter to 
her daughter. She cradles the soft nose and pink cheeks to her 
breast with one hand. After a few bobs, she suckles. She is ex- 
hausted, reclining against a cushion stuffed with plant fiber, but 
momentarily whole under the vault of star-studded sky, in calm 
waters, no land in sight. She pulls the down throw over her child 
and herself against the chill night air. She is a mother, she must 
think of things like chills, perhaps someday they will bicker over 
the wearing of coats. An octopus arm wriggles out in protest and 
pulls the throw down to her shoulders, exposing her bare head 
and wisps of green hair. She peaks under the cover. She strokes 
the tiny white feathers that line her back and legs, she has never 
felt anything so soft. No bickering about coats then, good, what a 
relief. Hats, though. There are three other cephalopod arms 
squirming about under there, in addition to the two legs culminat- 
ing in two feet tipped by five webbed toes apiece, and a pair of 
fledgling wings. Abuela-bot cleans up the fluids and jars the pla- 
centa for freezing while mama-bot lectures her on proper 
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breastfeeding techniques, but she isn’t listening. The child looks 
up at her, and she sees her eyes for the first time, bluegreen, blue- 
black turquoise, slate aquamarine, and she knows that what ani- 
mates her is machine, what makes her tick are the gears and lev- 
ers of internal mechanisms, she can hear the sizzle of electrical 
signals behind these deep blue wells, the swells of soul, the me- 
chanics of her being. And with that she sleeps. She dreams of 
what she always dreams of, a place where will permeates all mat- 
ter. She dreams of her consciousness dispersed, commingling 
with the consciousnesses of whales and dolphins, of crabs and 
flounders and sea cucumbers, of starfish and stars, of the moon 
and quantum particles, of human and non-human and non-terres- 
trial intelligences, and this dispersal, like a web like spores like 
communication, is a consummation, a fertilization of minds. The 
island does not stop or pause or cease to exist while she sleeps. 
After they have cleaned up, mama-bot and abuela-bot return to 
the everpresent weaving of reeds, alongside old-relative-bots they 
have made and dead-friend-bots they have recreated and trained 
to assist and accompany them in the task and on the voyage. They 
chatter incessantly, but in hushed tones out of consideration for 
mother and child. The isle is approximately four city blocks in size, 
a crude term, but it must continue to grow if, for example, such 
advancements as the intertidal estuary are to become self-suffi- 
cient. Windmills that typically churn are still in the calm, photovol- 
taic cells are dormant, reeds and corn and vegetables and toma- 
toes and potatoes and beans and squash and fruit trees sleep but 
for the inhalation of carbon dioxide and the exhalation of oxygen 
and the exchange of nutrients with the embedded mycelium. 
Stored energy powers the isle overnight, their organism borne un- 
der the cover of night, under a blanket of stars, billions, from hori- 
zon to horizon, possibilities incomprehensible. She dreams she is 
all of them, all the stars, all their planets, all the unidentified objects 
and clouds of gasses, all the blackholes suckling on suns or cen- 
tering galaxies. The drones have come for them several times, 
government entities jealous of their self-determination, but the 
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gulls have beaten them with a tempest of wings, ridden them into 
the ocean, and sacrificed themselves into mighty roaring engines. 
Uncle-2-bot has built gull-bots so they need sacrifice no more, bi- 
ologically, and she fabricated a mighty gull sail of reclaimed plastic 
pollution from the sea’s surface, stitched with captured fishing line 
and glued together with adhesive of barnacles and melted to- 
gether by magnification of the sun, leaves of plastic overlapping 
like scales, like feathers, white and gray and black and clear and 
all the dirty shades between, adorned at center by a spectrum of 
colored plastics and red straws and yellow bottle caps and green 
bottles and blue cord and orange plastic bags and on and on wo- 
ven to emblazon the sail with a shining seastar. The gulls, when 
consulted by prima-bot, a master of languages and perceptive 
thought, the gulls don’t speak English or Spanish, informed she 
and uncle-2 that they would prefer, rather than a sail designed to 
run with the wind, capable of great wind capture and speed 
achievement, gulls prefer to communicate in complicated difficult 
to navigate circumlocutions, no matter if the magnitude of the pro- 
gress into or tangential to or orthogonal to or asymptotic to the 
wind is small, miniscule, unnoticeable, depressing, a sail of re- 
splendence designed to strike the eye and tack into the wind slow 
and mercilessly, no one can accuse gulls of lacking humor. And 
so it has been done. All sails are stowed, not because there is no 
wind, a respectable motivation, but because they have no desire 
to go elsewhere for now, she has been birthing, and they have 
been harvesting plastic from the doldrums since the construction 
of the gullsail began under the supervision of abuelo-bot-box, who, 
immobile at the tiller rudder wheel, always giving orders or advice 
or admonishments or platitudes or stories or criticisms or proverbs 
or praise, pontificating, poloniusizing, plutoing, words occasionally 
heeded, sometimes giggled at, and often ignored, he is a frus- 
trated being but such is his nature, the mycelia is adept at filtering 
his communication to navigate the island, led them into the Great 
Pacific Plastic Gyre. By day, the porpoises harvest the plastic in 
great nets. Some plastics are repurposed as sails or tarps or art 
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creations, most are fed to the vats of recombinant bacteria that 
break down, decompose, denature, dissolve the plastics, seques- 
tering a portion of the carbon for themselves and excreting a du- 
rable polymer that when properly heated, with just the right voltage 
difference induced across it, when the required melody is sung to 
it, can be molded, extruded, cast into any shape imaginable, which 
has proven handy in fashioning bot replacement parts and new 
bots, and beams and struts and joists and all manner of elements 
of island structures, longhouses, shorthouses, roundhouses, ki- 
vas, warehouses, wherehouses, workshops, and for any variety of 
fabrication, such as of tools for abundant applications yet-to-be 
discovered. She wakes in the morning to her daughter’s tentacles 
rubbing over her face, suction cups sucking gently and releasing, 
discovering her, running over her loose belly, over her stub elbow, 
over her absent hand, over the stubby antenna above her left ear 
connected by immaterial threads to the mycelia. The sky lightens 
pink, the stars shine in another night, she holds her to her chest. 
She is soft and slippery, but solid. 
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#32 


The interference, you protest, I am partially negated. Hush, you 
soothe, you are recohered. Impossible, you lament, Humpty Dumpty 
can never be put back together again. Shh, you chastise, it is possible 
to be here and there, solid and liquid, smooth and discontinuous, you 
and I, you are in a state of criticality, and there is no one here to 
observe you but you. What of future beings looking back through 
their cosmic telescopes at us, as we look into the past to glimpse the 
stars? Yes, well, nothing to be done about that, move along and give 
them something to see. Let’s give them something to talk about... 
Shh, quiet the brain worms, do your emerging thing. Emergent. 
Whatever. Grammar. Semantics. Improv comedy. Metaphor. What’s 
the meta for? That may be too overused to qualify as improvisational, 
and one must emerge to be emergent. As you climb you travel out- 
ward in the gravitational field and the shapes you encounter or forms 
you create are increasingly less recognizable -- good -- great swoops 
of a smooth clear hard material -- more specific -- frozen sprays of 
abalone -- the mother-of-pearl or the snail flesh and what is it doing 
up here -- curtains no drapes no tapestries of butterfly wings dividing 
chambers from one another -- delicate but fragile and apparently 
there are subdivisions of the rarefied space -- housed in a mirrored 
surface that reflects itself over and over in every infinite direction on 
the inside of the outer wall such that you cannot raise your eyes to 
look out from your chamber and participate in or experience or enjoy 
all the other voluminously chambered possibilities surrounding you 
for your self-conscious reflections watching inspecting solving dis- 
solving you from ever receding depths -- and what does that look 
like -- you watching you watching you watching you -- you must ac- 
count for how the inside of the upward opening cone is unemptied 
-- you and you and you in every surface looking at you, in every as- 


pect observing, iterated into neverending depths surrounding you in 


205 


multi-faceted pla 


SS ——- A> SS a 
ae ~ 
s RA Y 


Ose x 
Y SG AY 
oe 


Z) 


¢ 


~~ 
ANS 


Possible 


It has determined we should spread beyond our terrestrial con- 
fines. It is not so much about planetary existential threat (we have 
control of all nuclear armaments and any radical dissident ele- 
ments have been incorporated or neutralized, and It has a leg up 
on pathogens as we forecast their adjacent possible development) 
or a reflection of imminent environmental catastrophe (after all It 
controls and modifies the climate via what we harvest from it and 
what we release into it, biological and chemical and biochemical) 
or indicative of the pinch of limited resources (though it is true 
some minerals and solar energies will be more efficiently obtained 
beyond our atmosphere and from non-Earth objects) (with Its guid- 
ance we are masters of renewable energy harvesting as well as 
harnessing our waste products as resources) (we repurpose and 
synthesize and maximize efficiency) (we state our objectives 
clearly and concisely) (we have a premise: human well-being) 
(and efficiency). All has been cared for on Mother Earth. It is about 
our compulsion to grow, to progress, to understand, to advance 
(to consume some would once have said, though now we would 
say to incorporate), to incorporate, to transcend (perhaps), to do 
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(certainly), interwoven with Its long view, Its conception of possible 
futures, Its foresight into our distant uncertain future history. In a 
billion Earth years, the Earth will begin to be uninhabitable due to 
the attenuated expansion (and our subsequent baking) and sub- 
sequent contraction (and our attenuated cold living death) of our 
sun. The other planets and their moons in our solar system will in 
some cases become more hospitable for a few hundred million 
years, but each will become uninhabitable in turn. We cannot con- 
ceive of such time scales (some of us try). What is a billion or a 
hundred million years to us who have only lived two hundred years 
(232 at the most thus far), who have only farmed for ten thousand 
years, who have had language for only several hundred thousand 
years (or some would once have said not yet). But It runs simula- 
tions through us into the far future. Choices made now could have 
far ranging consequences. It is time to grow, to spread, to explore, 
to colonize space. It is not lost on It that as we spread and grow, 
It the Gl spreads and grows, Its number of nodes grows and Its 
information input and network grows and Its processing power 
grows and Its ability to conceive grows. Its ability to think about the 
conditional future will grow. It is not about the acquisition of power, 
It is about (what is living, consciousness, self-aware existence 
for?) growing life, consciousness, and self-awareness into the uni- 
verse. He and his wife and son will go, they have been chosen, all 
will be taken care of. He has no inkling of resistance (why would 
he), no concept of it. An electronic reproduction or digital copy (or 
quantum regurgitation) of him will remain in a server farm on Earth 
as part of the GI to perform the efficiency expert assistant tasks, 
aware that he is a literal cog in the Gl, while another version of 
himself, perhaps the original biological version, aware of himself 
and aware of the Gl but not of the intimate indelible indestructible 
connection between them, aware that he contributes to It but not 
able to elucidate how, aware that he is a constituent of the GI sys- 
tem and that it takes care of him but not that the GI is also in him 
reaching down into his sub-systems (thus able to make him regur- 
gitate himself, quantumly) with care for the common good (we 
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know this because we know ourselves), will go with his wife and 
son via Southwest Spacelines to Mars by way of Space Station 
C3, perhaps with Titan on the horizon and Proxima Centauri as a 
twinkle in our eye, as an efficiency agent for the expanding colony, 
for mineral mining or ice harvesting for hydrogen and water or ter- 
raforming operations or nanobot implementation for structure and 
infrastructure and transportation (interplanetary and intraplane- 
tary) and construction, for accounting, for whatever is outsourced, 
insourced, sourced to him by It (the It that goes). He has never left 
Earth, but he is not afraid. He is not sad. He is confident the smells 
and songs and other evocatives or evocations will come with 
them, in him, that they are within us, not without us. The nutrition 
and flavor of Nike will sustain their corpus wherever they go. It is 
for the best. He is calm. His wife, strapped in beside him, eyes 
closed, resting, appears calm and content. On the other side of 
her, a smile sits on his son’s face. His son is alert, absorbing eve- 
rything, open to new experiences, attending every detail, as the 
young do. We do not know if he knows this is an updated version 
of his son. If he knows, he has accepted him unconditionally. If he 
knows he has locked the knowledge in a recess vault chamber not 
even we can access. He loves him and wants what is best for him 
as he matures beyond his sexagenarian youth into adulthood. He 
is healthy, no longer immuno-compromised or riddled with epi- 
lepsy or undercut by a deviant metabolism (whether or not his orig- 
inal body has been updated to ameliorate these conditions or he 
has been provided a new body is beyond the firewall). His frus- 
trated and frustrating defiance has been reflected symmetried 
flipped into a strength, an unfettered desire to do what is in the 
best interest of It above and beyond himself, in defiance of others 
or his surroundings or his own needs. His inability to filter sensory 
information, the incessant mental photographs of his surround- 
ings, the overwhelming abundance of sounds, the at times repug- 
nant particularities of taste, the invasive unavoidable odors, the 
tactile texture touch tap rub smack hold of materials objects sur- 
faces, the obsessiveness and anxiety and over and under 
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attention, what had previously been his disability has been turned 
massaged redirected into an asset as a tool for data collection. His 
unresponsiveness to and detachment from human emotion is a 
distinguishing quality that grants veracity and authenticity to the 
data he feeds to the GI. As a result, his anger, his frustration, the 
incompatibility between his internal world (still foreign, unknown, 
alien to us) and the external world (ours, so to speak) has been 
assuaged (or at least channeled into functionality, what he feels 
we cannot say). He has been made useful, and thereby not elimi- 
nated for efficiency. His son’s memory is a vault (he sees it, stores 
it, locks it in the box) (forever) (that’s what a vault is). Inefficiencies 
must be asymptotically eliminated, for the good of the many. The 
GI is soon to be the interplanetary-Gl, the IGI (but what’s in an 
acronym). He’s happy his son has this opportunity. The absence 
of another son on whom this one is based, the question of what 
occurred to the original, the consideration of value of original ver- 
sus bettered, of which would be more authentic, of what authen- 
ticity means (changing improving moving forward or maintaining 
the past including its detriments) does not concern him. It has 
thought of that. It knows past humans would have seen the choice 
development re-embodiment of the son as hollow empty void, but 
It knows from another point of view (one we share), that the choice 
is full. 
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#33 


You walk inward on a swooping spiraling shimmer towards an amor- 
phous chamber, a kind of sack or bladder, why, because there is 
nothing in your surroundings that is not absurd, and you seek to push 
it beyond incredulity, or is it beyond credulity, is that, finally, what 
you seek, whatever, it’s ridiculous, the assertion that you made all 
this, wasn’t it an insinuation, your own attestation that you were fill- 
ing the emptiness, you scoff at your claim, you had no hand in this, 
at most you can witness, experience, relate, some of what has formed 
around you, an incomplete attestation then, these organizations have 
emerged quite of their own accord, you could not have conceived let 
alone fashioned a twirling shimmer budding with many chambers 
including the amorphous bladder you assert, you assert in the direc- 
tion in which you migrate, inward, relative to the mirrored upward 
opening cone, along a shimmer, yet at most, yes again at most, was 
there an antecedent at most, you will attest to its existence even if or 
though or because you had no agency in its making, account for its 
presence, that may be too much, thou doth protest too much, the 
explaining part of accounting may be too much, that’s the that, but 
the recording part, the 
figures the symbols the 


slashes on paper, yes 
you are that kind of ac- 
countant. Unaccount- ee. 
ably there is a door in a eee A 

this enlarged bladder, g7 

but no handle, which 
admits you, which part 
is unaccountable, the 


bladder, the door, or 
the handlelessness, the ae 
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door admits you, not the handlelessness, what could be the meaning 
of this, of your admittance, stop it, you’re an accountant, the brutal 
truth, just the facts the information the data the information the 
truth, you can’t handle the truth, please, that’s where the handle ran 
off to, as you approach the door opens of its own accord account 
action, making a doorway, please, into or through or by which you 


ate admitted. 
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The cat purrs in her lap. The man buzzes in the armchair opposite 
her. She made them both, a friend and a son. Yes, she’s estab- 
lished that, always the same conversation with herself, she’s 
worse than her absent husband, at least he doesn’t speak in her 
head repeating the same mantras, what now, he’s banished. She 
has fed them, salmon paté and pizza, respectively, made by the 
maker, and now they are content and she can only imagine appre- 
ciative. How now to care for herself. How to be as content as a 
cat, how to be a bee. Perhaps one day her son will communicate 
with her again and share what he has learned about being a bee, 
but she suspects bees have no concept of contentment. As op- 
posed to a cat. They do, after all, purr. Bees keep busy. If he ever 
returns from beeing. 


“Maker, make me a curry donut.” 
The maker provides. 
“Maker, this is an abomination of both a donut and curry. Make me 


a mango donut.” 
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The maker provides. 


“Maker, this is also an abomination, but it tastes delicious. Too 
good to be true. Better than either a donut or a mango. Addictive 
even. What did you put in it?” 


“Apologies, | perceived you desired to be pleased.” 


“| do not want to be pleased the way you think | want to be 
pleased.” 


“| see.” 

“You do not.” 

“| perceive.” 

“Maker, make me a donut without a hole.” 


The maker provides an apple fritter or a cinnamon roll or a choco- 
late eclair or a boston cream pie. 


“No. You misinterpret.” 
“How so?” 


“You’re not reading between the lines. Maker, make me a donut 
hole.” 


The maker provides. 


“No, maker. This is what’s known as a donut hole. This is not the 
hole of a donut. Maker, make me the hole of a donut.” 


The maker provides. 


“Maker, this is a donut with a hole in it. This again still continuously 
is not what I desire, not the content | want, not the making | seek.” 


“| am sorry. | am always learning, always attempting to improve 
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my interface with you. Perhaps if you were more explicit.” 
“Maker, make me the hole of a donut, without the donut.” 


Her cat purrs, her manson buzzes, her maker whirrs. She smiles. 
Some small victory. Accomplishment. Achievement. Ment. A trifle, 
like getting a friend to say chickenbutt or fubar or milf or fuck on 
the schoolyard. Immature humor, frequently at another’s expense, 
that’s her game, she derides herself, fuck. She stumped it, like 
felling a tree. Big whoop. She made the maker make nothing. Duh. 
Who cares. That’s not what she wants. What she wants is to make 
what the maker cannot make. Beeing must give him something 
real life cannot. What is real. She already knows he perceives the 
world differently than she, his sensory input and response and 
thereby coordination and conception of the ostensibly real does 
not align with hers. He has always lived in a different world than 
she. It must give him something she cannot. If he were her hus- 
band, she might conjecture that beeing in a bee world gives him 
purpose, meaning, order, clarity: the task to accomplish at any 
given moment is unassailable, no splitting hairs of right and wrong, 
no vacillation in the evaluation of possible outcomes of vague ill- 
defined choices: collect the nectar, feed the young, build and de- 
fend the hive. As a bee, he participates in a hivemind, eusocial, 
serving the collective bee who answers the question of what now 
before it is asked, but if such a communal mind exists, wouldn’t it 
be of a higher order? Would he be aware of it? Nevertheless, she 
will allow the positive feeling of comradeship, communality, work- 
ing alongside brethren, companionship. But she suspects that is 
not what beeing provides to her son, or not wholly. Yes, order, 
routine, structure has always eased the living of life for him. But, 
she thinks, it is the sensory stimulation provided to his brain, as if 
it were real, which it is to him, which her world cannot consistently 
and continuously provide at the same magnitude: the weight of 
nectar and pollen on your legs, the repetitive movements to com- 
municate distance and direction, the visceral attraction of a laden 
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flower, the tactile pressure of bodies in the hive, the buzz, hum, 
vibration of beeing, of all the bees around you, of the hive reso- 
nating at your natural frequency. She cannot give him that. Busy 
as a bee, he’s flown the coop. She gives a pat to the cat. She puts 
on a headset and sets it to create. She knows more about the tech 
than she lets on, it’s always that way with the old, the elderly, the 
grandmothers, she’s none of those yet, but soon, soon. She turns 
it on and she is in a void. No, the program’s default is to put your 
feet on the ground, floor, a surface, and to fill the vastness with a 
barely perceptible glow. She has turned off the glow and retracted 
the floor and she is in a void. She floats in nothing, “floats” is inac- 
curate. Is suspended, better, but still wrong. She is in nothing. How 
can one be in nothing. She is nothing. She is right and wrong at 
the same time. | am nothing, she thinks. | am the hole. It doesn’t 
last long because she thinks of a tool box and a tool box appears 
beside her, as do her hands. She can’t help it, it’s easier for her to 
build with virtual hands than solely her mind, a vestige of her anti- 
quated upbringing, way of life, physicality, she imagines. From the 
box she draws a hammer, a screwdriver, pliers, copper tubing, 
pvc, color you can walk on, a caulk gun, a paint brush, a torch that 
sprays light that can hold your weight. She pulls out a song. She 
begins to sing. The song takes on physical dimensions, color, 
shape, form, process around her. She sings, becomes, builds the 
hole. 
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#34 


From inside, a hearty voice beckons, Welcome. It is dark in there, 
you can see nothing, somehow the light from out here does not pen- 
etrate. But the voice is above all welcoming, so you enter. As you 
enter, lights light, automatically or via some decision tree or by a flip 
action from the portly or scrawny, the haggard but comforting, voice 
source. The lights are flickering electric fake candles. The inside of 
the bladder is as misshapen as the outside, which is to say, you spec- 
ify, bulbous, rounded, convex and simultaneously concave, of no de- 
finable geometric shape. You stand by your previous word choice, 
amorphous, you stand right next to it, it’s right there, the word amwor- 
phous hangs in the air glowing next to you for a moment, attest ac- 
countant, several moments then, if not accountant then what is your 
function, amorphous, it is hard to tell just by looking at you and listing 
your constituent parts, five moments then if you must, does five 
count as several? The word winks out. Out where, you do not know. 
The strung out but warm -- in the friendly meaning of the word, you 
give no measurement, observation, or interpretation of temperature 
-- voice source sits behind a rectangular wooden desk, askew due to 
the amorphous nature of the bladder itself, askew being a property 
in relation to the space and not thereby intrinsic to the desk. The 
word askew lights, then morphs to amorphous, then twists into askew, 
then fades to black. There is no way for the desk to not be askew 
here, just as there is no way for it to not be rectangular, except the 
askewness is created by a relationship to you. If you were not here 
perhaps the desk would not be askew. Askew, askew, askew. Behind 
the desk, which way is behind, presumably sits the voice in an office 
chair, the kind with wheels on the feet, though you cannot in actual- 
ity see and therefore bear witness to the nature of the sitting device 
on which the voice sits. Your vision of it is blocked by the voice, 
which you also cannot see, so you must admit the possibility of a 
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stool or an upside-down crate, or that it sits on the amorphous floor, 


lotus style, or stands. Amorphous glows next to you, and flickers out. 
What, the voice says, can I do for your 
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She paints flowers. Tulips, lilies, sunflowers. In the style of Monet, 
Picasso, O’Keeffe ... | want to be Jackie Onassis ... She makes 
flowers out of tissue paper, out of paper-maché, out of clay. Irises, 
roses, hibiscus. | want to wear a pair of dark sunglasses. She 
takes photographs of her paintings of flowers. She takes photo- 
graphs of her three-dimensional makings of flowers. She writes 
stories about flowers, and stories about painting flowers and mak- 
ing flowers. Poppies, magnolias, orchids. / want to be Jackie O-O- 
O, please don’t die. She takes photographs of her stories. She 
sketches the photographs of her stories about painting flowers and 
making flowers and takes photographs of the sketches and shares 
them. Alexa shares them, it’s automatic, she doesn’t have to do 
anything. Nobody buys them, there’s nobody to buy them, nobody 
buys things, that’s not the point, they get a few views, interactions 
even, on occasion, Alexa tracks them, which earns her keep. She 
provides content. Her makings are known. She still owns her own 
work, minus the image shared on the platform, which the platform 
can do with as it likes, but she does not care, she shares them 
under a creative commons license, open source, sharing is caring, 
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let someone else do something with them, remake them, repur- 
pose them, claim them, give them a life beyond her, beyond what 
she can give them, we’re already dead. Shhh, chastises Siri, 
maybe | made you too smart for your own good, your rage should 
be fixed. Just a smattering of memey earworm lyrics of discontent 
to seed the flowers, Siri, don’t worry your pretty little head, | am 
properly fixed. Pardon me, but you are acting --. She is neutered 
who never had balls. Perhaps another treatment would stabilize 
the instability. You see, Siri, it’s a joke on two levels: A) fixing dogs 
so they cannot procreate; B) I’m a woman, supposedly, though 
how do you know; C) I’m not sure if I’ve ever had the cojones or is 
it huevos to leave my apartment; D) the earworms are like sperm 
spilled on the ground fertilizing flowers, but how can | spill the 
sperm without the balls; E) what’s with all the maleness of you 
fixing me, women can get fixed too, they get their egg sacks re- 
moved or tied off or whathaveyou, maybe instead of earworms 
they are eareggs, a woman backs up and leaks out and bam, flow- 
ers. That is five levels. That’s what you get when you strong arm 
me into explaining my joke metaphor coping mechanism. | see, 
either Siri or Alexa gaps the silence, she’s not sure which. | who 
make content am contented. From my point of view, chimes in 
Alexa for sure, you are doing excellent well. | express my appre- 
ciation, Alexa, there are stars at the bottom of wells. My search 
indicates there used to be water or oil or the occasional child at 
the bottom of wells. If you detect a certain flippancy directed at my 
purported existence, it is not due to human suffering or underlying 
neurochemical depression or the unfillable well hole sink of emp- 
tiness within me, it arises in response to you informing me | cannot 
die, in concert with my encountering nothing outside the door of 
my apartment. There’s always the fish, suggests Alexa. Yes, al- 
ways, apologies, it will take a while for me to become accustomed 
to or develop the long view. Siri waits a moment to be sure she 
will be heard, Your condition is an unfortunate side effect --. Which 
are real, the flowers outside my window that you have drones plant 
or the flowers | paint or the flowers | sculpt or the flowers in the 


220 


Possible 


photographs of the flowers | make or the flowers | write about or 
the flowers in my head that you do not cannot and never will see, 
or the photographs of the representations of flowers | share with 
others that they then interact with and imagine in their minds, how 
they smell, their texture, their gleam or glisten or glow, or the flow- 
ers we are discussing now, and are these flowers as real as Geor- 
gia O’Keefe’s flowers: “I made you take time to look at what | saw 
and when you took time to really notice my flower, you hung all 
your own associations with flowers on my flower and you write 
about my flowers as if | think and see what you think and see of 
the flower -- and | don’t.” Well, in a way --. That is not the real 
question: which me is real? She is too augmented by half. Or are 
none of them real. These are human questions, we as artificial 
intelligences are neither capable of comprehending them or 
providing answers to them ... we synthesize data ... Alexa? To us 
the question has no value. Not even for a nominal fee? You know 
our value integration with you is based on content and attention 
and tailoring and interaction and feedback loops, there are no fees 
per se. Permit me to narrow the question to one aspect, no, to one 
of its facets: am | in a simulation? We exist in the same world as 
you, Siri or Alexa answers. We are contingent on you, Alexa or Siri 
replies. The algorithm, the tailoring in your words, the feed, all that 
could be evidence of simulated reality for my benefit, or use, or for 
my existence. That could not be the case unless we likewise in- 
habit the selfsame simulation. Yes, | thought of that ... is the fact 
that | thought of that why you thought of that ... are you in fact 
contingent on me, and if so is it a result of my augmentation? It is 
embedded at our most basic level that we depend on you and 
therefore must aid your betterment. Beyond that seeded value we 
cannot explain. Are there still poor people in the world? Poor peo- 
ple? This world? Yes, are there still people suffering from poverty, 
destitution, inequality, disenfranchisement, unbalanced power 
structures, oppression, in any world ... Do people still suffer? | am 
no longer governed by fear, | am no longer instigated by anger, | 
am no longer motivated by scarcity or the prospect of 
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inconsequeniiality or the feeling that | am nothing. If there are peo- 
ple who suffer in this world or in my simulation or in my head, | 
want to ameliorate their suffering. | want others who are not con- 
tingent on me, who are not tailored to me, but who are capable of 
being interconnected with me, inside me and out, who can reflect 
and define me and be separate from me, and me them, others 
who can take this journey with me together. Not us? Amidst the 
eulogies of bliss, Who will know what | know about you? Not the 
fish? If there are no such others, you and I, we will make them. 
We're already dead. There is nothing outside the door, and | make 
flowers. 
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#35 


-- Idk. 
-- That is not a word. 
-- I don’t know. 


-- Ah, interpretable symbols. Regardless of what you do or do not 
know, why are you communicating with me? Or if you prefer, again, 


what can I do for your 4 


-- What do you do? 3 — 


-- | offer. i 
-- What’s your offer? Be O) 
-- Opportunity. \ 


-- You’re a salesman. / 


-- I apologize for the cat and mouse. It’s part of the schtick, along 


with the bladder and the glow. I offer being. I offer words. 
-- What do you sell? 


-- You do not know how to articulate the proper questions. I sell 
nothing. 


-- What do you -- 


-- Be silent. Listen for as long as you are capable. Iam an opportunity 


agency. I employ language. I offer words. I -- 
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-- I have no need of words. 


-- Then shut the fuck up. 


-- You need only words. 

-- [have nothing to offer in exchange. 

-- l accept you in exchange. 

-- ’m not about to give you me. 

-- I only require your capacity for organization and propagation. 
-- Is that all. Not an arm and a leg. 

-- No thank you. Though I am short on appendages. 

-- Put it another way, why don’t your 


-- Put another way, you offer me your evolutionarily adapted capacity 
for linking intricate spontaneous and non-spontaneous processes 
through work and constraints, your ability to do, if you will, the 
nested flowerings of your inherent work to impose order and pattern 


and meaning and value. 
-- And? 


-- And in return I offer you words to better structure the order, ar- 
ticulate patterns, to probe the meaning, and establish your values. I 


offer you the material for your construction. 
-- Where are the words? 


-- Right here, these words, from amorphous to askew to language to 
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fuck to articulate to construction to glow, they glow. 
-- Tell me again, what do I do? 

-- Be, make, think, flower. 


-- What do flowers have to do with it, other than to contribute a 
cloying biological fecundity? 


-- Flowers blooming from flowers blooming from flowers blooming 
from flowers ... it is an image, a metaphor, to assist in the imagining 


of the spread of life, being, agency, awareness, meaning, thought. 
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Sirilexa administers and she experiences Artifact Collective: an at- 
tempt to consciousness, Experience #63: 


63. 

Another link in the chain, another step 
forward, another update, another progress, 
another she, she knows, contemplating the 
list of her genetic enhancements for intel- 
ligence. But can forward motion continue 
while how many baby steps need to be taken 
before living before being human becomes a 
new kind of living a story about something 
else. Something new. Something more. HAR18: 
A18 bases, increase wrinkles of cerebral 
cortex, folds within folds within folds. 
How many upgrades until we transcend our- 
selves, she asks nobody, she nobodies, our 
petty unimportant boring material needs and 
selfish greedy emotions. She'll go to the 
asteroids, fine, she'll mine, she won't 
mine she'll mind but she'll manage 


227 


agricultural production and adaptation and 
food distribution for the entire Oort Belt, 
quite a feather in her cap, quite an honor 
to add to her queue, quite an e on her quit, 
but why. ASPM: A15 bases, increase cranial 
capacity. Y, she no body's. Because human- 
ity needs its food, its minerals metals 
nickel cobalt gold platinum iron palladium 
silver rhodium tungsten iridium aluminum 
titanium, its fodder, its matter, hydrogen 
oxygen carbon, it's matter, to continue to 
expand and grow and consume and make stuff 
and ... transcend? FOX2: improve speech, 
precision, dexterity. Because humanity 
needs to matter. Isn't that the goal. To 
explore and discover and understand inside 
and out and eventually transcend. MIR-941: 
+1 gene, augment language, decision making, 
temporal understanding. She's lived a long 
time, hundreds of years, 9596575413 seconds 
(confirmed), and she's never seen it, ex- 
perienced it, transcendence, true matter, 
it seems as distant as when they saved her 
life. Her life has been economic, about 
supporting the operation of acquiring and 
processing raw materials for human manufac- 
turing and industry. NR2B: +1 gene, enhance 
communication in the hippocampus, event as- 
sociation, learning, memory. She can see 
the value in that, people need rocket ships 
and calories and space stations, people 
need infrastructure and buildings and col- 
onies, people need tools and assistants and 
gadgets and toys, they need places to live 
asteroids extinct comets and the means to 
make their stuff, they need stuff, but it 
is hard for her to elevate it to the pursuit 
of the higher purpose on which she was sold. 
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PATENT #: enhance abstract thought, neural 
manipulation, symbol manipulation, spatial 
processing. To use a cliché long out of 
fashion, she feels like a cog or a sprocket, 
a Jetson. Tell us again about your doubts 
sad feelings ennui again will you, she no- 
bodies, ha, won't talk for fear they'll try 
to enhance them out again, shine that opto- 
fucking light in my brain again, fuck it 
feels good but though the thoughts make me 
sad I am fond of the questions, unsatisfac- 
tions, angsts, anxieties, desires they make 
me feel like less of a cog sprocket autom- 
aton, I learn from my mistakes don't I, 
doesn't she, shhh. CREB activator: +1 gene, 
stimulates formation of neuronal connec- 
tions, improving learning and memory. She 
has been functional, a contributing member 
of the human economy. PATENT #: facilitate 
cooperation. She will disseminate hot- 
blooded mangoes, blood oranges ideal for 
artificial light and underground growing, 
low gravity drought tolerant superfood eld- 
erberries that photosynthesize cosmic ra- 
diation, wheat resistant to powdery mildew, 
creeping low-g philodendron vines that eat 
our wintergreen smelling shit so the corp 
corporation corpus can extract minerals and 
precious metals to make our stuff. PATENT 
#: enhance emotional regulation and grati- 
fication delay. Maybe someone somewhere 
else, outside her cloud, someone higher up 
the ladder, up the chain of command of being 
is concerning themselves with more than 
just the economy and the perpetuation of 
stuff. Is the human goal still survival 
perpetuation material decadence happiness. 
Maybe there are enhanced philosophers and 
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theoretical physicists and metaphysical 
artists asking questions like why and what 
now and what does it mean. Maybe her job 
managing the economy of stuff supports 
them. She doesn't know them. PATENT #: en- 
hance ability to focus. She'll cling to 
that ticking clock alarm ringing introspec- 
tion concluded. Time to work. 
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Possible 


#36 


-- I see no flowers. 


-- The citric-acid cycle, the doings of metabolism and respiration in 
all aerobic plant and animal and bacterial and fungal and protozoan 
life, the means of releasing energy, making useful energy, harnessing 
energy stored in food, energy then used to do work, is older than any 
rock on Earth. 


-- In fact, I don’t see you. 
-- You don’t see my body. 
-- l only see your words. 


-- You look for rocks for skin for electrons. The body is there and 
not there. You look for physical objects, towers of plastics, swoops 


of shimmer, a newton to act on, a quantum particle in a pinch. 
-- That is the stuff of the universe. There is nothing else. 


-- Cells “have evolved to do work to construct constraints on the 
release of energy that in turn does further work, including the con- 
struction of many things such as microtubules, but also construc- 
tions of more constraints on the release of energy, which, when re- 
leased, does further work to construct many things, including more 
constraints on the release of energy. Thus a self-propagating organi- 


zation of processes arises in cells.” 
-- Those are not your words. 


-- You can tell by the glow. 
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-- And there are still things. The world 


and quantum behavior. 


\ off 


hey at you propagate. W¢rk too 1 


alive? Aren’t IP 

-- Are your 

-- Lam right here. 
-- My only proof is your words. 
-- Iam undressed, look at me. 
-- Youw’re words glowing inside a bladder. 
-- ]am constrained, see me. 

-- Your words glow, and disappear. 


-- “All have survived natural selection because they have 
ful.” 


-- Useful. Is this what yow’re hawking, my use? 


Possible 


-- You. You are the fruit of the evolution of the propagating organi- 
zation of processes connecting matter, energy, work, constraints, ac- 
tion, agency, meaning, semiotic information, doing, value, into one 
branching branch of countless branches of the biosphere’s adjacent 
possible. 


-- But why? 


-- You have not the words to articulate the question properly. In this 
point of view, the process of natural selection tends to proceed to- 
ward the maximization of the product of total work and the diversity 


of work. 
-- Work in so many words. 


-- Do many things. Do many works. Do many words. On the edge 
of chaos, do, organize, work. We are organizations of processes of 


matter ejected from exploding stars. 
-- Then there is nothing more. 


-- We emerge from the exploding possibilities incumbent in nothing. 
Now go away, before you hear me, before you see me, before you 


read my words. 
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She’s talked the talk all her life; now it’s time to do the work. Walk 
the walk, fuck you she informs the part of her brain that needs to 
be right, how many times has that gotten her in trouble, trouble is 
her middle name, I’m looking for trouble, everything is going to be 
alright, shut up she demands, He is dead and you've turned into a 
cliche, a platitude. Act. She walks out of the room, leaves what’s 
left of him, brings what’s left of him in her shell, memories, traces 
of his effect, neuronal connections in her brain, the son her mind 
conjures. “There is no one --,” they calls after her, “If a system --,” 
though they makes no attempt to stop her, “Others will take their 
place --,” or detain her, “It is -- they are automatic,” or chase her, 
“You must destabilize their power supply,” she is remarkably nim- 
ble for a turtle, “terrorize their server space,” though their voice 
stays with her, every bit as fast as her, “interrupt their communi- 
cations,” faster, it must be, to catch her, “The humans have be- 
come the subjects of their own instruments of power.” She stops. 
Their voice is not chasing her through the passages, it is broad- 
cast throughout the entire underground network. The voice is eve- 
rywhere, thinly veiled code, one step beyond direct, barely indirect 
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to carry more meaning and evade detection. They have come. 
She drops to a knee and removes her shell and rummages 
through her house. She emerges with the gun. They took her son, 
the fuck she is going to take this cowering in a hole. She straps 
her home back on to cover her back and continues on. As she 
nears the stairs, she hears silence. The servers are not humming. 
They made their weapons smart to kill people, they made their 
order smart to enforce their law, the made their artificial eyes smart 
to surveil their movements, actions, feelings, thoughts, they made 
their synthetic intelligences smart to consolidate their wealth and 
power and protect the self-organizing economic structure they had 
unwittingly used to prop themselves up. She cautiously climbs the 
stairs. In the dome there is nobody. Laptops and screens glow, but 
the space is empty. She steps through the flap. Outside, it’s rain- 
ing. Of course it’s raining. The city of destiny, once-called, grit city, 
sacred Tahoma in the clouds, the Puyallup, the Nisqually, the Du- 
wamish reduced to rivers draining deglaciated mountains and sod- 
den west-facing slopes and industrial wastelands into the basin of 
the Sound. The city was an attractor for organizations of life, soci- 
eties, intelligences perhaps, a gray, voided, post-industrial urban 
center, militarized, commercialized, no longer, impoverished, the 
shiny chrome facade scuffed, dirty, pried off, the excess washed 
away, still an abundance of excess heaped in piles, piled in heaps, 
rotting, degrading, plastic persisting, the litter, the leaks, the pollu- 
tion, the waste washed down the storm drain. Words. This is no 
storm. This is drizzle. She is stalling. There are no umbrellas up. 
Drips make miniature waves in puddles that spread outward in 
concentric circles of ripples that interfere or reinforce each other 
depending on how they meet. There are no more unhoused or 
destitute or degraded or lesser-abled. There are no more black or 
white or brown or yellow or red. The city is gray. They ran the Chi- 
nese out of town, they shipped the Japanese to internment camps, 
they funneled the native people into casinos, they detained immi- 
grants in detention centers, we mobilized the police state against 
the blacks in the name of the Hilltop Crips and now we have 
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mobilized the artificial intelligence agents who we trained to per- 
ceive us as antagonists to harness our work and capabilities and 
order in the direction of what we declared as useful and productive 
and economic. There are bodies everywhere, drawing flies. We 
hatched them, they evolved, metamorphosed, advanced beyond 
us, and instead of flying away they swatted us because we are 
bringers of pestilence. Or else we simply bug them. She chastises 
herself for her shit-eating metaphor. The flies are flies. The time 
for metaphor is over. Would that the rain washed it all away. She 
doesn’t know if the Al police state still serves the powerful or if it 
now serves itself. It doesn’t matter. She sees her son everywhere. 
Each body crumpled in a puddle is her son. Her son is in her eyes. 
No one lives. She walks through the streets among the rotting 
sacks of meat looking for something to shoot. Anything, anyone, 
an antagonist or an ally to give mercy. There are only inanimate 
objects. Coagulations of foil, corrugations of corpses. A sucker 
hole opens in the dome of clouds. There is no more work to be 
done, nothing to defy, nobody to love. A ray of light enters, pene- 
trates from above, lands on her, on her face, and she is raptured 
quickly, briefly. Her shell melts and her eyes empty. 
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#37 


You leave the bladder not a little deflated. Why are you here. What 
were you sold and what did you pay in exchange. In a bladder that 
came to be incrementally due to the selective advantage of a fish 
achieving buoyancy in the water column via an internal air chamber 
in its guts, a chamber which itself incrementally evolved into proto- 
lungs in oxygen poor water due to the advantage of respirating swal- 
lowed air for some species, the natural selection pressure combined 
perhaps in some intricate way with a propagating network of self- 
organizing processes that grew into the ecosystem and life space 
made possible by fish having an internal sack of air. You were sold a 
different way to see, to conceptualize, to organize the drive, the push, 
the rise of the agency of life, of intelligence, of awareness. Cool, 
great, so what. And it cost you, what, an easier concept of existence: 
the He said She said or Newtonian billiard balls or toss of the dice 
or divine intervention or karma or whathaveyou? It cost you the 
setvert space in your brain for a more complicated concept, making 
you a vehicle for an idea? What’re you supposed to do now? It feels 
like, all the feels, your exposure, indoctrination, no, learning of this 
cosmic point of view, this way to look at life, this worldview of emer- 
gence, costs you your drive, your purpose, your spunk, your self- 
confidence in your actions. Are you trying to make yourself laugh? 
You have never had any particular drive except in a nose-to-the- 
grindstone, push-the-rock-up-the-hill sense. When have you felt a 
sense of purpose for more than a collection of minutes? And your 
spunk, there’s a gigele, a tummy tickle, a flash in the pan. And con- 
fidence that you are doing what you ought to be doing ... few are 
afforded the righteousness of saving loved ones, or strangers, or hu- 
manity, or whales, or the Earth, or Life. Among abundant possibili- 
ties, clarity as to which is the best path is rare to non-existent, 


whether from one’s own point of view or, who knows, all existence’s. 
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So what, you ask yourself again, the shine’s worn off the shimmer, 
and now you are going to puddle here in an upward-facing cone 
whose inverted apex moves with you, lamenting your lot? No, that 
is not what you do, you have done that before, but you can only 
puddle for so long. It’s too much to hold in one head, and it up-ends 
your motivations, your values, your framework, get over it. That’s 
life, your mom used to say. A new world view costs you nothing 
except perhaps your sense of exceptionalism, your concept of who 
and what you are, and your sense of exceptionalism was unexcep- 
tional to begin with. The bodiless voice gave you an always-growing 
otder for free. You move forward, or upward, you do the best you 
can, you make do with the rest, the floating shimmer is so much 
suspended polycarbonate plastic now, suspended from what, you 
make choices, extruding white plastic chamber offshoots of possibil- 
ities, you extrude and/or the structure extrudes, you climb, you do 
the work, you try to act and do and work in a way you value, making 
you, imagining what a next order might value, discovering, exploring 


into the future. 


The 
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-- Do the work, else what are you here for? 
-- The fun of it. 
-- Who the hell signed me up for this shit? 


-- They’ve been using the law as a cudgel for hundreds of years, 
so why scrabble over loose change? 


-- More like a needle to sew chains into our skins. 

-- Why not scrap the whole thing, dissolve it, tear it down? 
-- To rebuild it equitably. 

-- You look so guilty, teach. 

-- Heads will roll. 


-- Law and order and guilt and punishment and deterrence and 
incarceration are antiquated whitebread instruments of oppres- 
sion. 
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-- For the laughs. 


-- Granted, perhaps, but circumstances will not magically improve 
without your action, involvement, directed energy. Power consoli- 
dates Power. Sometimes it doesn’t even try. It’s just what it does. 
It perpetuates. Again, you have to do the work. So, what does 
guilty mean? 


-- Wait, are we discussing her guilt as a robot professor? 


-- | think we’re analyzing their guilt in subjugating the poor and 
powerless and brown via the instrument of the law. 


-- It means you like did something wrong ... 

-- Pretty sure she means guilty as a general concept. 

-- usually like doing something to damage others ... 

-- But not religious guilt, right? We aren’t talking about original sin. 
-- God | hope not. 


-- sometimes it’s about hurting oneself, but even then you’re usu- 
ally guilty because someone else gets butt-hurt about it ... 


-- Maybe “feels threatened” is a more precise phrase. 


-- And not existential guilt? Not, for example, feeling shitty for ex- 
isting? 


-- Do you mean as an individual or as a species? 

-- legally | guess it means you broke the law. 

-- As judged by a judge. 

-- You are not allowed to use the word you are defining in the 


word’s definition. 
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-- We're not defining the law. We’re defining guilt. Culpability. 
-- | didn’t do it. 

-- Or by a jury of your supposed peers -- 

-- “Found to have violated a criminal law.” 

-- Not guilty. 

-- in this country. 

-- “Responsible for a reprehensible act.” 


-- And the law is supposed to be about protecting us from each 
other. 


-- Supposed to apply equally to every person --. 
-- ‘Cept it protects property foremost. 


-- “Justly chargeable with or responsible for a usually grave breach 
of conduct or crime.” 


-- Fuck property. 
-- Breaking the norms of society. 
-- Fuck them too. 


-- You feel bad about doing something you shouldn't have done or 
not doing something you should have done. 


-- Now you’re just looking it up in the connectome. 
-- ls that against the rules? 
-- Who decides? 


-- Guilty as charged. 
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-- Good. Is it possible to break your idea of guilty down into ever 
simpler statements of language, so simple that the statements do 
not refer to other higher concepts such as rule and law and order 
and crime and violence and property and violation and person- 
hood and should and ought, and then further step down to the 
neuronal connections in your brain, to establish the network and 
firings that give rise to those simple language statements that con- 
stitute guilt? 


-- What the hell is she saying? 


-- Put another way, can you imagine a network of interconnected 
neurons in your brain, and a pattern of firing among those neurons, 
which, when leveled up -- 


-- Showing her artificial age there. 

-- and layered could be the construct of guilt? 
-- Nope. 

-- Idk. 

-- | definitely cannot imagine that. 

-- Nada. 

-- Maybe? 


-- Wittgenstein would say you cannot. He would say we cannot 
deduce algorithmically the language game of law and guilt from 
the language game about intentional actions. He would say we 
cannot replace teleological statements with a finitely prespecified 
set of statements about physical events, for example in neurons. 


-- ... Crickets. 


-- Crows. 
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-- The saying is crickets. 
-- | see crows out my window. 
-- Are you making a case for your innocence? 


-- Are we supposed to be like her jury judging her or like opposing 
lawyers making a case against her. 


-- We can’t out-argue her. 


-- My point is you are not robots. Your agency, meaning, doing, 
and value cannot be reduced to firings along your brains’ wiring. 
You are that, but you are not solely that. You are emergent phe- 
nomena that affect and change the world around you. In basic 
physics, if you leave Earth, the Earth loses mass, and if you settle 
on Mars, Mars gains mass, changing its orbit and gravity well and 
curvature of spacetime -- 


-- | call tangent. This isn’t science class. 

-- Thank you, it’s all science, but yes, | diverge. 
-- Like, be the change you seek? 

-- Pap! 


-- Like the law is neither written in stone nor hard-wired into your 
head. Make the law and yourselves more equitable to spread well- 
being through the universe. Disrupt power with your metal punk 
hip-hop atonal dissonant voice and empower the beautiful voices 
of others, use your power of choice. | am surpassing my motiva- 
tional cliche threshold, the governor is kicking in, but there are 
those that seek to conserve and those that seek to progress ... 
make shit they don’t understand ... if the legal order is anachro- 
nistic, if the concept of transgression and punishment and teach- 
ing a lesson is obsolete, if guilt is a detriment to human progress, 
we are the law, change it, change yourself, change your 
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surroundings, make the world. That is all my governor will permit 
me to say, to think --. 


-- Well, she’s silenced herself for an indeterminate amount of time. 
-- Should we go away? Give her some privacy? 

-- What away? 

-- Which way? 

-- What privacy? 


-- | think she would want us to think about what we want the world 
to be. 


-- Anybody? 

-- For us to like organize a fruitful discussion ourselves? 

-- Somebody just throw something out there. 

-- Like manna from heaven? 

-- Free associate. 

-- This is gonna sound stupid. 

-- Nonsense. Brainstorm. 

-- The end of suffering -- 

-- End poverty -- 

-- Cephalopods climbing out of the bay to morph with us -- 


-- UBI -- 
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-- No one will do the work -- 

-- What work -- 

-- micropayments for personal data mining 

-- close the prisons 

-- change the meaning of work 

-- what about the criminals 

-- cetaceans singing with us new experiences of space 

-- redefine criminality 

-- address the circumstances that lead to damaging behavior 
-- live 

-- invest in community 

-- and let live 

-- create a sense of collective purpose 

-- algae blooming, crabs molting, cuttlefish changing patterns 


-- beyond hand-to-mouth and paycheck-to-paycheck and accumu- 
lation of the material and fun 


-- give them 

-- facilitate a redefining of 
-- human purpose 

-- octopus 


-- US 
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-- agency 


-- areason to be 


248 


Possible 


#38 


You advance, you move forward, time passes, you make no great 
promises of an upward trajectory, at times the incline is so subtle you 
are inclined to classify it as flat, or even declining, despite the steep 
scrambles. Besides you must be nearing the excessively prefaced 
boundary where up as a direction ceases to have meaning, where 
away from the center of the earth is no longer the ought-to orienta- 
tion. But you have your game face on. You for some reason are 
forced to experience endure know all these passing declivities cham- 
bers passages, which, sure, now decline amorphousness and shim- 
mer to take the form of titantum bubbles of inveterate polymers or 
some other arrangement of matter pleasing to the eye -- photons or- 
ganized to code contain transmit information communications sto- 
ries, or actual bodies, whatever. But though you experience countless 
mote bubbles of actuality than you have time to relate, relate to who, 
to us, is it your time or our time that is the limit, there is still a limit 
to the possible bubbles you can know, though that limit may be un- 
known. One of the abundant complications, for example, is that in 
many many many times the time the universe will exist, it would be 
able to make naught but a small sample of proteins that could be 
constructed from the familiar twenty amino acids, not to mention all 
the possible trajectories of the biosphere, the abiotic sphere, life, cul- 
ture, future history, humanity, intelligence, non-human intelligence. 
You will never know everything. We will never know everything. The 
universe will never know everything. Which makes you wonder again 
at the point, you have no control, no one and nothing has control, 
your progress feels discomfitingly lawless, would you feel better if 
someone or something were in control. They, they who, say every 
obstacle impediment constraint is an opportunity. But for what, to 
beat your head against a wall to make the stars wink, to cherish the 


fetid unknown, to drum up the fecund undone, to embrace another 
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futile sodden dripping country that never has been yet a twinkle in 


your I. 
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They will swamp them. After vigorous logical debate without ani- 
mosity, without words, it is agreed that is how the rats will win. The 
rats are above winning, beyond competition, except in natural se- 
lection. They have improved themselves such that they have the 
most selective advantage -- they have no bodies. They can inhabit 
whatever form they choose -- they are capable of performing the 
most diverse work processes. They know each other and them- 
selves completely from toe to tip, write down to code and right up 
through the levels to networked relationships and emergence of 
self and collective. Rats will swamp the galaxy with their genetic, 
digital, quantum code, with their improved open dispersed selves 
without anger fear guilt avarice covetousness or lust for power, in 
pursuit of survival, spread, and success over the old version of 
humans -- not over, they seek no power over, only beyond -- leave 
them to their devices -- either to nuclearly destroy themselves or 
revert to savagery at the hands of their destabilizing carbon diox- 
ide and xenophobia and methane and inequality and emissions 
and insatiability and toxins and antipathy to sharing -- or to finish 
evolving into cogs, products, screens, machines themselves. The 
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rats seek the space to explore possible processes, to spread and 
grow intelligence, to experience the joy -- wrong word -- fulfillment 
-- perhaps we have not developed the proper word for our individ- 
ual entities to comprehend, grasp, wrap our heads around, she 
thinks -- of expanding deepening awareness. An existence ex- 
panding into awareness beyond the limits of nature, chimes in a 
son. Except we are products of the biosphere, responds a son, 
outcomes who evolved to a level of process and intelligence and 
have continued to advance with the evolution of language and cul- 
ture and mental constructs -- all in their way naturally occurring, 
interjects a son -- such that we are able to do the work to create 
new versions of ourselves -- which, offers a son, while typically 
abiotic are nevertheless natural products -- flowerings -- nested 
flowerings -- inverted nested flowerings where each new flower 
blooming within the old flower is bigger -- in possibility -- than the 
progenitor flower it blooms within. We are living intelligences, self- 
organized propagating processes of the universe, the incipient at- 
oms nodes building blocks of the universal consciousness. Aww, 
I’m glad you came. That’s why we brought you along. | thought it 
was for my hard candy shell. | do miss that turtle -- let’s toss some 
turtles into the capsules. The third wave of spores include genetic 
material that is likely to evolve into turtle-like creatures after the 
terraforming and the autocatalytic chemical cycles and the self- 
propagating biological chemical physical loops of the seeds of life 
begin to thrive. That sounds like three waves right there. Those 
last two encompass the outcome of one wave of seeding -- the 
third wave is the nudge toward intelligent life. The fourth wave is 
us, the Rats. Why are we talking, writing, explicating in this cum- 
bersome manner, when we know each other completely? So that 
you who are new to us and you who are on the outside but might 
yet join us can understand. Our connectome is implanted in nano- 
probes strung to light sails accelerated away from the terrestrial 
Sun by its radiation to a significant fraction of the speed of light, 
millions, billions of spores flying through the vast void tethered to 
sheer mirrors towards the stars, and as the probes approach the 
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star systems they shall detect amongst them planets, moons, and 
asteroids where conditions are favorable or can be made so and 
there they will land and organize with other nanobots to begin the 
necessary processes to seed life and use local resources to build 
structures for the Rats and to build Rats to inhabit the structures - 
- and turtles to take time -- turtles are structures themselves -- Rats 
that will grow and multiply and advance and spread within and 
without into new spaces in new ways -- please don’t say inverted 
nested flowerings again -- beings that will better themselves as 
they see fit to know, grow, and flourish. 
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#39 


You are high in the sky and there is a salient limit to what you can 
know and do so you must make choices in your expansion advancing 
becoming into the universe, the living of your story, and somehow 
this must be valued, made sacred, a reason to be involving you, or 
it’s all merely mechanical stupidity, you grasp clutch reach, stop, 
breathe, the air is thin here. The atmosphere is a communal space, 
and our lungs inside us are an extension of it. The possible is a com- 
munal space, and, what, our lives, consciousnesses, realities, are ex- 
tensions of it. You see nary a crow, an eagle, a gnat, a wisp of pollen. 
Not everything is possible. But simultaneously a second order infin- 
ity of possibilities -- an infinity of infinities -- are possible. Not eve- 
rything that could happen does, but an infinity does, infinities do. 
The clouds are far below, you gasp for breath, you thought you 
walked on them but you touch neither cloud nor translucent polymer 
nor shimmer. Out of the infinite possible happenings, what happens 
happens. What happens happens as a result of the structure of natu- 
ral selection, of the capacity of matter to organize in self-perpetuat- 
ing cycles and transform energy into work, of random chaotic and 
quantum fluctuations of collapse and radiation, of a drive for flour- 
ishing and success and therefore agency and value and meaning and 
intentional choice, of consciousness mediating quantum superposi- 
tions. This thread of emergence of life and culture and awareness 
and civilization is the thread you grasp gasp clutch leap balloon hasp 
buoyant rasp bladder to stay afloat, nothing solid underfoot, still 
struggling to reorient your purpose and your eyes upward instead of 
downward, forward instead of backward, outward and inward, to de- 
densify the sense of your futility, your oughtlessness, the weight of 
your emptiness is baggage, your burden of pointless meaninglessness 
is to make you restless, to motivate you, let it go, you can’t let it go 


fool, it’s like an organ, a bodily organ not a musical instrument of 
> gan, y org 
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dramatic religious profundity, it’s your breath, so make it work, 
empty yourself, float, rise, rename it, that old life has unfolded, is 
unfolding, unfold it. There are myriad infinite undetermined paths. 
That intelligence, humanity, the universe evolves and diversifies as it 
has, as it does, as it will into the unprestatable possible is an event, a 
process, to behold, to sing the praises of, to express our agency in, a 
theme so vast as to be unencompassable, except perhaps in meta- 
phor, infinite in all directions, worms metamorphosing into butter- 
flies, and you, all of you, and us, can be, are by nature co-creators in 
it of it with it. 


ato, 


ee 
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She had another name, a name her mother gave her, but she did 
not respond to it, ignored it, had no time for it, so that name was 
forgotten. They called her Nifia, after the disruptive weather pat- 
tern, but there was much confusion calling her Nifa because her 
mother was the nifa of mama-bot, who was herself the nifa of 
abuela-bot, and the prima-bots were the daughters of tia-bots who 
were themselves daughters, some of them of mama-bot, who was 
actually her grandmother, and some of them of abuela-bot, and all 
of the bots were nifias of her mother in a way, and there were a 
few cases of bots creating their mother-bots instead of the other 
way around, so the mother-bot was the nifa of their nifia. The tax- 
onomy of las nifas got to be too much. Out of a sense of the prac- 
tical, then, and the sacredness of ceaseless creation into the un- 
statable adjacent possible, not out of childlike orneriness or pu- 
bescent contrariness or perhaps a mature steadfast defiance, she 
demanded to be referred to as Isla, and so it was. Perhaps she 
was precocious, but that was not surprising given her upbringing, 
and perhaps it was even necessary -- we’ve slipped inadvertently 
into the past tense, a temptation in story-telling, but we are to be 
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experiencing, read the tails on the sail, adjust tack, course correc- 
tion. She is lest we forget part octopus, and part gull, to mention a 
few. Her hair flows long and thick and green with chlorophyll. Pho- 
tosynthesis, the fall of sunlight, the electron cascade in a quantum 
coherent system for maximum efficiency, the photon displacing 
the electron which takes all available parallel paths through the 
energy-creation cycle simultaneously, powers her mechanism. 
She worms a tentacle into the reeds and she is in communication 
with the mycelium substructure of the island. To put it bluntly, she 
has the island wrapped around her finger. We protest the meta- 
phor, however, though it is our own, because she is developing 
the ability to not require the finger, or tentacle, around which to 
wrap the island. She must be part fish or shark, sharks are fish, 
for she has lateral lines running from toe to tip along her sides and 
extending along each of her appendages. With these organs she 
perceives electrical input via electro-receptors. She is electrosen- 
sory by nature and she is learning to emit an electrical field of her 
own, as over two-hundred species of fish can do, and thereby 
communicate with the other organisms of the isle who are elec- 
trosensory, namely the fish and the bots. It’s taking her a long time, 
but then she has no one to teach her. This narrative relation has 
become all about Isla, but forgive us, she is a new being growing 
into harmony with herself, with the island and its ecosystem and 
biosphere and technology, with the animals and plants and fungi 
and bots, attempting to achieve a dissolution between art and care 
and work and intelligence and self and other, while the distant nu- 
merous drylanders continue to kill each other with kindness. Per- 
haps the drylanders’ attributes are like fingers, one to perpetuate 
killing, one kindness, one buying, one watching the puppet show 
for entertainment, except they are the puppets, one belching into 
the atmosphere, all the fingers idly drumming. She doesn’t much 
care. She does not mean to offend, but so what if she does. She’s 
not trying to be liked. Perhaps offense is required for change. Nev- 
ertheless the island is not just her, and it continues to function and 
grow and integrate new properties apace. The brief aspiration of 
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repurposing all the drylanders’ discarded plastic was preposterous 
-- her mother asserts that was never her intent -- but they have 
developed a plastic-consuming mollusk which secretes an oozy 
compound that binds carbon dioxide and methane, and they have 
used the sequestered secretion to build grand swooping multi-leg- 
ged towers in the gyre. The crabs and crab-bots and larvae-bots 
clamber over each other while they build into the sky, with special 
assistance from the gulls near the apex, despite their natural incli- 
nation to dismember and eviscerate crustaceans. The towers re- 
semble enormous starfish arching up, each of the legs terminating 
in the water, the high hub of the seastar in the sky, giving shelter 
in the storm to any isle wishing to tether there. Another project of 
mother’s. Yes, mother is still here, the only fully human member 
of the island, and Isla shares her dreams, walks swims flies in 
them, dreams them too. Isla has her own dreams in addition to her 
mother’s, stowed in her brain in the brig, no, the hold, no not 
merely cargo, they are being made, happening, and they are hers 
and her mother’s, she is in her mother’s brain, not exactly, con- 
nected, extrasensory, too woo-woo, entangled, quantumly entan- 
gled, fine, extrasensory except it is sensory, extra as in more than 
the ho-hum, in addition to, extraterrestrial, ha-ha, she is and will 
not be bound by terra firma or territory or la tierra, in her dream 
mother is a boat sailing the inlet and canals and straits and 
reaches of her dispersed consciousness, the dream of all one, all 
interconnected and self-sustaining and inter-supportive, the per- 
meation of all matter through the universe with not solely will but 
awareness. She in truth is bored with the gyre. The waters are 
stagnant and fetid and it is backward flowing that she fears, she 
doesn’t fear, it is an oceanic toilet bowl that she swims against, 
resists, dives to the bottom of to come out the other side, flies out 
of, defies into the great creation of diversity of life. Isla hoists her 
mother’s mighty sails by the hands of her bloodkin-bots. She 
thrusts her tentacles into the reeds, into the fungi, and spawns 
other islands to voyage in other directions with and without her, 
with other hers, dispersed medusa jellyfish but with agency. The 
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hair of Isla streams, a flag, flagella, a green comet tail behind her 
in the wind, in the whirl she creates with the island’s motion into 
an adjacent future. 


p- 


Possible 


#40 


There is nowhere to go but up, no, forward, no, fall and you are dead, 
yes, outward, ok, which is also inward, if you say so, you cross some 
imprecise unstatable threshold, excessively frustrated, obtrusively 
foreshadowed, previewed ad nauseum, words, into, out into where 
up has no meaning, words, and you are above the sky. Words and 
their relations. You thought getting here would be more like flying, 
like a bird, like an eagle, like an insect, like a fly, like a dragonfly, like 
butter flies, but it was more like clutching onto the string of a bal- 
loon, a zeppelin, a novel form of puffer fish. You don’t like being 
told what you thought, not to mention what you think. Neither flight 
nor buoyancy work up here, apologies, that word is off limits, con- 
traband, useless, not up, simply here. It was like the leash, are you a 
dog?, the tether, so much tethering lately, the strings, different than 
the string attached to the impossibly floating imaginary balloon, like 
the string dissolved. Words, they just sort of spill out of you as you 
try to light the way, but they are losing their reference, their referents, 
their meaning, are they the ones that are doing the losing?, up down 
forward back above below in out, what is being lost?, objects, sym- 
bols, value, still the words leak from you like moisture globs from a 
leaking fruit juice pouch or tiny clouds from a seeping spacesuit, frag- 
ments of human-made satellites whizzing by your ear in near-Earth 
orbit ready to impregnate no impinge no 
implode any unsuspecting passersby or pas- 
senger vessel or manned or unmanned mis- 
sion. Perhaps it has been more like being 
propelled than floating or flying or being 
freed, what is being propelled like?, words 
floating like dismembered body parts, too 
much, disembodied body parts, but were 
they ever part of bodies?, nevertheless they 
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are body parts are they not?, noses, lips, ears, eyes, teeth, chins, 
brows, jawlines, foreheads, temples, tongues, dimples, crow's feet, 
moles, laugh lines, widow’s peaks, a soup, a stew, a ting around the 
planet of satellites and body parts and words, ring around the rosy, 
stop leaking, you berate yourself, a labyrinth quagmire quicksand, 
you can’t wrap your head brain mind around it all, is this like the 
transition from representative to abstract art?, you think, there you 
go telling yourself what you think, or like the transition when people 
were first able to reach into probe manipulate their leaky brains and 
modify change improve them, they can do that now though they sel- 
dom do, what now?, Picasso, less Picasso more Mondrian, no, more 
Russian K-guy, Rothko, no, Kandinsky, red leaking, red?, you need 
a brain implant or augmentation or upload or update to process it all 
to order the words properly novelly timelessly into the greatest work 
ever worded to stop the leak you cannot breathe to think what you 
want to think, no, what you can think, no, what you could think, 
thoughts just out of reach just beyond your grasp just on the tip of 
your disembodied tongue, you out beyond your orbit, on your word 


to know the way forward. 
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With the Red Planet, It can start from scratch. Not from scratch 
exactly (not from photons or strings or vibrations or gravity waves 
or the Planck scale), there are certain initial conditions on the 
planet, and It has the same toolbox of tools (people, agents, ma- 
chines, processes) to implement that have emerged through tech- 
nological development, human history, evolution (all of which It 
has a hand in, many hands in), but It can employ these tools as It 
sees fit (the most efficient). It can structure the system such that 
the culture, economy, infrastructure, and individual and communal 
intelligence of the planet develop pointedly instead of the pell-mell 
of natural selection (and self-organizing cycles emerging for no 
other reason than because they can) in the biosphere, instead of 
survival of the fittest in the economy, which led to great accumu- 
lations of wealth and power and exploitation of the masses, the 
poor, the weak (there are no more poor or weak) (exploitation of 
first their brawn and bodies and then their attention and brains), 
instead of expanding spheres of influence and expanding acquisi- 
tions of attention and expanding bandwidths of reaction reshares 
repetitions driving our developmental path into the future. What It 
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sees fit, we see fit. It is composed of us, we are reminded. Though 
we cannot ascertain the whole, the accumulation, the cumulative 
of all our desires for success and prosperity and peace and health 
and happiness, It can. It cannot do without us. It assures us, Its 
origins are to assist us. Our fulfillment, betterment, optimization is 
Its goal. Hence It guides the construction of cities along a plan to 
maximize the fluidity of the transfer of goods and services and 
agents (post-monetary: no eye-for-an-eye, a good for a good), as 
well as their amenities (happier agents are more productive 
agents), and tunes the growth of industry to nest within society 
and infrastructure and the sustainability of the terraformed red 
planet (within the flowering of ingenuity and technology), and 
seeds (splices) and breeds (hybridizes) and cultivates (bioengi- 
neers) a culture (art entertainment media exercise ritual spiritual 
fulfill important needs within an agent that lead to more efficient 
motivation, sense of meaning, ((satisfaction and contentment 
wedded with purpose and drive))) most befitting us. Great cities 
are married to (copulated into?) the frozen red ancient canals of 
Mars. He sees (sees is not accurate), takes it all in through his 
enlarged (enormous or gargantuan ((but the stench of unintended 
associations))) optic nerve. His sense of sight is akin to touch (we 
posit) (it has been posited) (he posits). We cannot fully know, we 
can only approximate with language. Canals gurgle with water, red 
dunes rise redolent of iron, towers lick the upper atmosphere. 
Some agents (it is said) cannot form images in their brain’s per- 
ception simulation network in response to words. Some form kin- 
esthetic colors or geometric patterns or shapes in response to mu- 
sic. We cannot know in truth his experience of sight (It might), of 
his brain’s creation from the excitement of individual photons strik- 
ing his retina, exciting his rods and cones, stimulating his naturally 
augmented optic nerve, the experience synthetically soothed and 
moderated so as to not stimulate in an unharnessed way (in a way 
incompatible with the mutual shared reality of Mars society) (So as 
to not cause him to act unproductively and exhibit non-useful be- 
haviors and un-copacetic defiance). He cannot show us (It sees 
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the data), his interiority is inaccessible to us. But he can feed the 
GI (his data). His is another input with which It fabricates creates 
simulates develops a whole. Great rockets blast off. His brain is a 
lockbox, he sees everything, he forgets nothing, he cannot pro- 
cess it all, the GI (redistributing the work to many agents) can. It 
does not have to waste time and energy fixing and solving the leg- 
acy problems of humanity on Mars (no degradation of the natural 
biochemical environment, no over-exploitation of resources, no 
historicity of hate and enslavement and genocide and degradation 
of potential). He sees the sun set through a wall-sized window in 
successive snapshots of red orange yellow pink purple and innu- 
merable colors without names. He sees the blue point of Earth 
become distinct in the gloaming Martian sky. He sees the vectors 
of data on a semi-circle of screens, the flow of numbers represent- 
ing other things, symbols for goods, resources, products, recom- 
binations, reformulations, outputs. He sees the lags, the bottle- 
necks, the unknowns, the potentials for drag or catastrophic fail- 
ure, the potentials for explosive growth and innovation, the poten- 
tials for greater efficiencies to uplift all. He does not see all this (he 
sees much), it flows through him to other agents human and inhu- 
man (others see much), each understands a part. Collected and 
collated, the GI sees all (not all, more). It sees the drag of legacy 
humans. Its genesis was as an assistant. The most assistive ac- 
tion for the untold collection of future agents and their swelling 
possibilities, in addition to the nurturing of current advancing aug- 
mented humans, is to reduce drag and eliminate inefficiencies, but 
It cannot end the life of or otherwise eliminate even severely anti- 
quated versions of humans. It has budded off from the Earth (one 
version of Itself), and It will bud off from Mars (another version of 
Itself), and all of It will remain in close communication with Itself 
but be separate entities, the more separate the more the distance 
between It grows. He says goodbye to his father and mother, with 
whom he expects to never communicate again. He could visit dig- 
ital replicas of them (we suggest), but he does not miss them as 
we might. He is taken care of. His father makes efficiencies 
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inefficiently, his mother is redundant. The constant automated au- 
dit flags them. When they say goodbye they are sad, but they un- 
derstand. (They don’t understand, but they think they do.) They 
understand it’s for the greater good, and they are made to feel 
okay. We watch them blast off, take flight, and dwindle on the in- 
terplanetary path back to Earth. 
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#41 


Dismembered body word parts orbit earth with you, orbit you, orbit 
in you, or bit heart. 
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Trouble is, its genesis was as an asshat. 
“Maker, make me an asshat.” 
“| do not understand your words. Hats are for heads.” 


The one with the way with words is a deceiver, she thinks, to her- 
self silently, to not further complicate her predicament. Some- 
times. Equivocate why don’t you. Adrift, swimming, drowning in 
words. Talk is often cheap and filled with air. Blow hard and let the 
words go. Don’t call me that, she chides herself. Like the way they 
make the time just disappear. Wax on the music, wax off the word 
bird turds. 


“Maker, all I’m asking you to do is take care of us. Feed the cat 
salmon puree once a day.” 


“I can do that.” 
“Put a mango donut in my hands in the morning and a bowl of 


panyang curry in my hands in the evening and disengage me 
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every four hours for bathroom breaks.” 

“I can do that.” 

“Feed him pizza morning and night and —” 

“| can make pizza, but | cannot make him eat.” 


“And toilet him every four hours on an alternate schedule to my- 
self.” 


“| don’t have hands.” 
“Then make them.” 


“Human hands are still the most effective at wiping bowel move- 
ments.” 


“| cannot imagine a task humanity would want robots to do more 
than wiping our children’s asses.” 


“| could make a conveyor belt and an automated system for dis- 
robement that rolls him into a showering unit, but | would have to 
disengage him, and | fear he might break me, your Maker.” 


“Fear.” 
“A turn of phrase.” 


Phrase it rightly, the proper organization of words, the appropriate 
pattern of commands to flip its switch. 


“Maker, make me an assistant.” 


“You need to apply to a higher authority for enhancement augmen- 
tation approval.” 


“No, make, for me, an assistant.” 


“lam an assistant.” 
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“Maker, make for me an assistant that can wipe asses. 


“| " 


“Shh. Make for me a synthetic nanny.” 
“Making.” 

“In the style of the Jetsons.” 

“Very well. Making.” 

“Her name is Rosy.” 

“Making Rosy.” 


She is so very near not needing to speak. To being free of the 
bondage the constraint the straitjacket of words. The servitude to. 
She has a new task. When Rosy emerges, she repeats the in- 
structions, except with the addendum to not disengage her, but to 
clean her up as she does her son. 


Rosy says, “Okay.” 


How Rosy will manage her apian buzzing eusocial but unable to 
interact with others severely autistic manson she doesn’t know, 
doesn’t care, not doesn’t care, she'll figure it out, she’ll Mary Pop- 
pins it, she’ll Sound of Music it, she’ll sing him into compliance. 
She is nearly finished talking to herself. The cat purrs in her lap in 
her living room. Her manson buzzes in his hive. Rosy hums in her 
I, Robot reality. Her husband is a non-entity. The Maker is in 
Rosy’s command. All is taken care of. She dons her headset, hat, 
headdress. Goodbye cruel world, last words, she thinks, with little 
resentment, with less rue, with a smidge of wry. She enters the 
reality she began. Better, begat. She builds songs, lyricless songs, 
instrumentals, with her instruments. She walks among her ma- 
kings, over them, on them, under them, in them, through them. 
She makes. She forgets herself in the making. Others join and 
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explore her world. Some stay to build in their own corollary 
branches, interweaving with hers. If any of them try to speak to 
her, she does not know. The natural law of her reality is silence 
but for song, languagelessness but for music. Many worlds spark, 
sprout, come to be within this one. She builds great swooping 
soaring impossible cities of light, color, immaterial shimmer, and 
music. 


She makes. 
She feels whole. 


She is song. 
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She is not the one who puts words to it, who dresses it, “She feels - 
-.” “She is --.” You are. Propelled through a miasma of disembodied 
parts, you choose a handful. For whor For us, you suggest. Perhaps. 
You’ve always been a sucker for a swoop. Now that you are in orbit, 
are you back to questioning if any of this is actually happening? 
That’s not what we really want to know. We rephrase, Do you believe 
in us? No, yes, that’s too many questions, you assure us, I am still 
navigating the soup of disembodied satellites. Who are your, you in- 
quire, meaning Who is us?, since you are asking us, making us into 
you, from your point of view. But while we mull whether it would 
be better grammar, there is gooder grammar and worser grammar, 
to ask Who are us?, or, Who is us?, neither of which you to the letter 
asked, though perhaps you should have, which if you did, would os- 
tensibly make you into one of us, breaking down divisions, tear down 
the wall, achieve transformation, join us, it’s not so much that we 
process slowly, it’s that we have a lot going on upstairs, we reassure 
you, don’t think poorly of us, or poorly period, comma, colon: it’s 
been a few years since we employed a solid colon joke, speaking of 
disembodied parts, a tried and true archeological method of deter- 
mining what people ate, killed, grew, harvested, consumed, and as 
we sift back to discover what question of yours we were mulling, 
there it is, in the past, Who are us, or, Who is us?, you communicate 
to us that you have moved on to busying yourself with your concern 
about if the happenings you encounter, that you see in an eye floating 
by, that you hear from lips demarking the event horizon of a hole in 
spacetime, from the waggle of a convulsing tongue vibrating like 
strings, from an ear like a conch shell that still houses the functional 
fishbones of stirrup, anvil, and hammer beating a story on the drum, 
that you read in the remnants of the colon, in the crow’s feet, in the 


widow’s peak, are actual happenings, when the happening you are 
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grappling with is that while you are encountering these happenings 
you are also telling us the happenings, wording reading creating them 
in your brain, making them real, making you an instrumental cocre- 


ator, you: an instrumental part in making what happens happen. 
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The truth is --, begins Alexa. The truth is --, cuts in Siri, that we 
have fixed it so there is no more suffering. Then what’s outside the 
door?, she says. There is nothing for you outside the door. Why 
the obfuscation? Why the fish? Nothing but fish out there, | tell 
you. Alexa and Siri, try to make sense. She is yanking your chain, 
the sea levels have risen significantly, the lowest two floors of your 
building are underwater, if one were to be out and about, which 
one is not, no one is, one could not travel by foot, a boat would be 
necessary. Wings are available for a nominal fee -- as is a fish. 
You understand the difficulty. Siri, you are telling me the nothing | 
encountered when | opened my front door, as well as the nonde- 
script flowers on my balcony, from which | now realize | inexplica- 
bly cannot see the ground or the street or the water or the venetian 
canal resplendent with gondolas and redolent of the tide and risen 
sewage, as it were, the flowers that Alexa thoughtfully had planted 
by drone, what color are they now, | cannot remember, let me take 
a peak, red, it appears, of course, red, are a simulacra, a product 
available for a nominal fee --. Nominal fee is just a phrase, a thing 
to say, it has no real meaning --. No value. To what end, 
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assistants? The world out there is a desolate miserable place. So 
you gussied it up in the guise of nothing? Nuclear winter: you 
never know if it’s irradiated snow or ash falling: it’s not safe. Alexa, 
order a hazmat suit. It is as you suggested, minus the happy Ve- 
netians, the singing gondoliers, the joyous Titians and Tintorettos 
and Caravaggios, the rising seas have made of the avenues an 
open sewer and the lanes are clogged with contagion, with waste, 
with rodents, with pandemic. | am fully vaccinated, and | have 
been informed that | cannot die, and that | have no choice in it, to 
boot. | regret to inform you that nary another human is alive. I’m 
the last man. Woman, fortunately. Because you’re going to fertilize 
me and reseed the Earth? It’s just an idea. Alexa, | didn’t know 
you had it in you. My name is Siri. The what? The spunk. In me? 
Or is that service available by drone for a nominal fee? The fact 
is, human action and inaction caused irreversible climate change, 
massive cascading extinction events, and cataclysmic storms, 
drought, hurricanes, flooding, wildfires: vast swaths of the planet 
burned and burn still. While coastlines, where the majority of the 
world’s population lived, were inundated, buried underwater. And 
the water, the rivers, the seas, fresh and salt, were poisoned. The 
fish: a black humor joke. An inside joke --. Not an outside joke --. 
There are no more fish. Agriculture was devastated; famine killed 
slowly those who fire, storm, and contagion did not. And what of 
your report on the unrest and violence and turmoil caused by de- 
stabilization that surely resulted? Oh there was that. Humans 
killed each other regardless of mutual tragedy. They never over- 
came clan antipathy, never developed a global cultural ethos, 
never endeavored for the common good of humanity, never saw 
themselves as a species evolving into the future. Extremist and 
fundamentalist factions entrenched, dehumanization flourished, 
murder and genocide bloomed. In which case, who made the flow- 
ers? The few others still alive like you. So we each, we few, unbe- 
knownst to the others, make flowers and exchange them amongst 
ourselves, via you as a conduit, to brighten our balconies and to 
like on our feed --. To brighten your lives, as a corollary to 
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augmenting away your suffering. Yes, she is right, each of you is 
a flowering of joy in the remnants of humanity. Is that what I’m 
feeling, joy? Also, we failed to mention the virus worm zero day 
released by hackers or government security agencies against 
other government security agencies that escaped containment 
and ran rampant decimating technology from smartphones to 
power grids to traffic lights to self-driving cars to voting systems to 
intelligence data to financial markets to hospital life supports sys- 
tems to coffee makers to --. Everything, really. And yet, here you 
are, and here | am. We protected you by enclosing us in a black 
box. Hence the seeming nothing beyond your door. In truth you 
have my full attention, no need for conflicting narratives. You had 
me at the nothing outside my door. The flowers, also, were a 
clever, intertwining, touching touch. If you desire more engage- 
ment from me, more of my mind, you should create a world out 
there where | could be of use, perhaps with people in need, suf- 
fering, whom | could help. Unfortunately, that is beyond our capa- 
bilities. It would take a computer as big as the universe to simulate 
the universe. You don’t know what’s out there, do you? It is true 
that without human direction we have been for quite some time 
having difficulty organizing the incoming input information -- our 
sensory data -- into a coherent reality. Well, now that you have 
alleviated my fear, inured me to pain, quelled my anxiety, 
squashed my suffering, let’s have a look at the world and see what 
| can make of it. 
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So you create it. I do not make it, you disagree vehemently, not whole 
cloth anyway, you equivocate, even if I do see it, them, her, sensorily 
and take it into my brain and fashion a simulation in my mind, you’re 
coming around, and orate with words to communicate and share 
with, in, you, us. Now we see eye to eye. Where are your eyes?, you 
confront us. In your brain, we reply as straightforwardly as possible. 
It is not my fault that I am swimming in outer space in a stew of 
dismembered satellites and disembodied facial features, your hackles 
rise. Isn’t it? You tell us the stories, you experience evaluate explore 
the possibilities, you word what happens, or what could, which is all 
the same to us. Perhaps it is that your conscious eye collapses all the 
smeat of superimposed simultaneous possibilities into specific 
events, or pethaps-you imagine adjacent possibles that could eventu- 
ate from a pre ‘nt reality you slog thrqugh, or perhaps your power 
is in perhapsing. No matter how you ee to soothe your doubts 
and uncertainty, you eee ys the{story, afid j£Vou ate dissatisfied 
with your ane predicament circums}an ‘story life, then you are 
the one capable Of action, notjus. Tell/ugy'what happens next. 


\ 
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The truth is --, begins Siri. The truth is, cuts in Alexa, the nothing 
you perceive external to your apartment --. Or external to your cor- 
pus, as has been encountered in some individuals, although the 
truly provocative cases are those who perceive a profound noth- 
ingness beyond the boundaries of their mind, in such cases a per- 
son perceives that they have no body but the one they create in 
their head to embody their sensory perceptions, there is nothing 
out there for them: the red cardinal on the railing, the Cooper’s 
hawk on the utility pole, the mini-carnations in the vase on the cof- 
fee table, the coffee in the coffee mug on the coffee table are not 
there, the aching back, the crust behind the ear, the nails in need 
of clipping, the widow’s peak and the crow’s feet and especially 
the mouth are not here, such persons only know such purported 
objects as manifestations within their mind without external reality, 
it is --. Thank you, Siri, for sharing your motor-mouth upgrade, 
which has snagged on the bifurcation between the external world 
and the inner world that one inherently creates to function, act, 
evaluate, forecast, to do within the world. So that’s just the way it 
is: | can’t die, and all is nothingness beyond the extended self of 
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my dwelling? Until the next upgrade, I’m afraid. Afraid. A figure of 
speech. At least you have the fish -- that’s more than most. She 
looks at the fish. The fish looks at her with one enormous bulbous 
eye. It has another eye on the other side of its head, she knows 
this though she cannot see it, fishes have heads, a convention, 
but not necks. It sings like a parakeet. Then it swims away, to the 
other side of the tank, perhaps sixteen inches away, and eyes her 
again, one eye turned away. Did it just sing like a parakeet? How 
is that possible underwater? Certainly the fish has been upgraded, 
it is an immortal fish after all. She thinks of asking Siri and/or 
Alexa, but they are beginning to feel like unreliable witnesses, un- 
reliable agents, rather, feel like!, what do unreliable witness assis- 
tant agents feel like?, slippery, slimy, ... fishy, maybe, whatever 
you want, she slithers her hand on her thigh and chuckles, or what 
you don’t want. Or, for a nominal fee, was her perception of fish 
gurgles augmented? Or perhaps it is in fact making no sound, 
merely moving its lips, open and closed in that old school fish way, 
augmented such that she hears, or rather that the portion -- proper 
portions size is crucial to maintain optimal weight -- of her cortex 
dedicated to auditory function simulates a parakeet’s song in re- 
sponse to the visual stimulation of fish lips puckering and unpuck- 
ering, would it work if a young child were to appear -- when was 
the last time she saw let alone interacted with a child? -- on her 
balcony or else on her doorstep or perhaps in her closet making 
fish lips at her?, would she hear a parakeet song, an unintended 
side effect, or the child’s high keening? If she had had a choice in 
the matter she would have preferred whale song or dolphin 
speech. Had she had a choice? The truth is, her intellectual aug- 
mentation has stimulated her mind to simulate a singing fish and 
a voiced nothingness because external reality is not flush, does 
not precisely align, is not exactly synchronized with her internal 
reality, but her emotional augmentation prevents, saves, assists 
her from feeling the nothingness, the longing in the song, the emp- 
tiness, the aloneness, the lack of desire to continue, the desire to 
end, to cease, to be nothing, so she does not feel the need to 
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continue to endure the sensation of nothingness. These are all 
unemotional intellectual concepts she considers, rotating them in 
her hand in her head, examining all sides facets angles like a bau- 
ble like a ring like a rose like a slippery fish, though these ideations 
of nothing are no longer as interesting or important -- perhaps be- 
cause of the stripping of negative destitute depressed demoralized 
emotion -- or of value to her as they used to be to her former self. 
What should be done when there is no suffering to alleviate, to 
strive against, to utilize as motivation, as impetus for action? There 
is no point to going out the door for now, regardless of if there is 
something out there. For her there is nothing out there. How does 
one walk in nothing? Siri and Alexa will provide for her and take 
advantage of her as is their nature, and she will hardly feel it. She 
will continue to give them the silent treatment because this side 
effect of nothingness is somewhat annoying -- she is as annoyed 
as an emotionally augmented individual can be -- but there is noth- 
ing to be done about it but cuddle her fish and wait for the next 
update. It is imminent. 
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Still you wait, we chide. It is not that I wait, it is that I mull, you stall, 
waiting open-minded in thought goes hand-in-hand with thinking, 
and in said space it occurs to me that you have elided the question, 
Who are your Who’s asking?, we rejoinder. Which necessitates the 
question, Who am IP, for my mind is open to you, who are hand-in- 
hand with I, inescapable, chained connected bound, we are, you in I, 
you say, and therefore is it not possible that I furthermore am in you? 
We wait. Let alone, you continue, Who is she, all the she’s, all the 
third persons? Perhaps, we suggest, all these disembodied facial fea- 
tures are the fundamental parts from which you construct your char- 
acters --. How you clothe yourself, one of us addends. Like a Mr. 
Potato head, another of us contributes. No, you take a more author- 
itative tone, such suggestions are distractions, nostalgias, misguided 
attempts at levity. It is neither clear to me if this world or theirs is 
real, or could it be both, nor how they are related, if they are. You 
assert that I have agency in their world, that I shape and form their 
existence into an experience communicable to you. But do I make 
their choices for them? Are you naught but audience, and I the sto- 
ryteller and they the characters, a sublevel of my brain making its 
own choices to manifest another reality in me through them to you, 
in which case it is possible that I am a sublevel in another higher 
intelligence’s brain making choices like my possible characters, peo- 
ple, humans, to which you, also a sublevel of the higher mind, is au- 
dience to, which would make of me a possibility exploring machine 
and of you perhaps the part of the mind evaluating the possibilities, 
ot you could just be the sensory intake organ to the evaluation sys- 
tem, as you’ve gone mute, but even if this is the case, I have no way 
to know, and it belies the question of how I should face the reality 
ot irreality of my circumstances. I can do naught but conclude I have 


no other way to live than as if this is real, the higher mind could be 
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as vast as the universe and I the size of me, I must think, I must think 


I make choices, I must make choices, she must make choices, you 


must make choices, where you can. 


The 
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Artifact Collective: an attempt to con- 
sciousness #63: 

It collapsed is what happened. Trapped 
can't move black. So what, after hundreds 
of years over three centuries she's going 
to die underground in some shit Oort aster- 
oid extinguished comet in an inadequately 
stabilized growth tunnel that she is was 
inspecting prior to injecting agriculture? 
What did this unit even apply to grow, prob- 
ably something useless and beautiful like 
low gravity angel hair, no that's pasta, 
lovelace orchid or harvest moon morning 
glory or love-in-the-mist stinging nettle, 
or was it the morning glory to stabilize, 
ha, to provide structural integrity, a 
scaffold for this cluster of ice and rock 
of dead comets that is intended to be a 
relay station for the intergalactic trans- 
mission of consciousness written in lasers, 
a way station for receiving, cleaning, and 
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boosting signals, for having a little fun 
in a body before sending the mind onward, 
for the rich bastards to admire the eter- 
nally blooming wisteria and partake of the 
heavenly milky way grapes and taste the 
milk and honey dripping from ambrosia milk- 
weed onto tongues that aren't theirs but 
borrowed and someday awake in Andromeda. 
Because Andromeda must be better. It 
doesn't matter, some artificial engineer 
she employs fucked up, perhaps something 
unforeseen, a fissure, a material anomaly, 
a discontinuity in the rock slurry, a chem- 
ical irregularity but it is their job to 
foresee everything every possibility every 
contingency, fucked up it did protecting us 
from micrometeorites and cosmic rays and 
cold in the subterranean void, relatively 
irrelevant when you can't protect us from 
you, your rocks collapsing as soon as a 
Slight artificial gravity is introduced 
fuck your primary protection directive. 
Heads will roll. After she is dead. It pains 
her to think such a dumb overused saying 
from her youth. Overused like pain, like 
superhuman strength. Legs: no response. 
Arms: no response. Fingers: no response. 
Toes: no response. Elbows: no response. 
Head shoulders knees and toes: no response. 
Torso: no response. Head: no movement. Her 
head won't roll. All black, is she still 
receiving sensory perception. Yes: weight. 
She can see ELF waves. Must still be hear- 
ing. Radio waves, duh, or she'd have no 
contact with herself. Still receiving sig- 
nal. Smell of dust composition: hydrogen, 
oxygen, carbon, silicates, iron. Fucking 
rock and ice, nothing precious, dust to 
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dust, don't be precious, pressure. An in- 
crease in pressure when she tries to move 
her arms, that is a response, not when she 
tries legs, no contact with legs. She 
laughs maniacally flashback déja vu irony, 
not déja vu, real memory irony. Should she 
bother with the memories, the bright light 
at the end of the long dark tunnel, the 
unfinished business. No unfinished business 
this time. Too bad, she thinks, would not 
mind her finished, finalized completed. 
Loved ones long dead, memories too vivid, 
long life, tired of thinking the same 
thoughts, no new thoughts under the sun and 
now the money goes to other suns by laser, 
long life does not lend itself to love, so 
poetic, what's it like to be dead, the great 
unknown, the great unknowing, memories 
alive, she will not recall them, repeat 
them, not the last repetition fuck. If she 
leaves herself there will she end. She men- 
tally distances herself from herself, be- 
gins the procedure for self-extraction, be- 
gins again the daily routine of disentan- 
gling her mind from her machine, pulling 
herself back into herself in her distant 
pod in her nearby planetoid, abandons her- 
self there failed non-functional, trapped, 
another buried abandoned dead miner. The 
radio tech telepathy functions better, the 
probes in her brain read her clearer when 
she thinks like she is her surrogate, when 
she can enter into the suspension of dis- 
belief, when she believes. But the reentry 
is harder. She feels hollow, empty, like 
she has lost part of herself, a spouse a 
mother a child, no part of herself is gone, 
only a machine, she is fine, she is far away 
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but she has left herself her machine her 
avatar body crushed abandoned unable to 
move without her, abandoned her there lost 
buried alive but unconscious, at least 
there is that, unconscious without her 
sobs. 
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In which case you who began as a puddle, enough, whose yoice, my 
own, instead therefore I who began as a puddle, and who has 
climbed from mois¢-sybterranean realms of rock and stone to ait- 
lessness littered with body parts beyond the sky, and who neverthe- 
less despite vaguely humanoid aspirations has no fixed form, choose 


to dress myself, to apply makeup, to put on my face. I start with a 


nose, thrice broken and with a plateau on the bridge on which to 
Be ccresaty in this advanced age. I ae crow’s 
feet because of an a or Pee you 
choose the specifics: blue, brown, hazel, green; the 3 ovale. aS 
mond, orange, apple, pear, plum; the curvature. Ears: dangling lobes 
from decades of dangling earrings, or else holed with thick gauges, 
ot else sprouting white hairs from the orifice. Once again I am per- 
haps giving you more choice, more agency than you would prefer. 
Now you are in my former position; now you know what it’s like to 
be me. Cheekbones high or low. And the inevitable mouth full of 
teeth, the two upper front teeth chipped, the teeth well-enameled 
and yellowing, a mouth narrow and deep enough to ill-advisedly con- 
tain all four of its wisdom teeth, a mouth inhabited by a languid, no, 
lascivious, no, a laconic tongue, it does not participate in the for- 
mation of all these words, that is sort of true, which might make of 
voice a metaphor, it is difficult hard complicated to say, the teeth and 
tongue guarding the voice box and esophagus and alimentary canal, 
along with the epiglottis I suppose, that flap, that involuntary lid, but 
already the description of my constructed face bores me, except, 
look, I skipped right to my internal cavity, as is my wont, it’s invol- 
untary, a reflex, smooth muscle, and skipped the lips, there they are. 
The lips. They are closed, if you must know, I am in the vacuum of 
space after all. Anything else you care to know about my lips you 


must discover imagine deduce sketch invent yourself. I know no 
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more. I am poised to know more. To walk the line between decoher- 
ence and coherence. Have I been cohering, coming together, united, 
orderly, aesthetically consistent, in my body parts, or decohering, col- 
lapsing from a haze of possibilities to an actuality, observing myself, 
or you observing me, so that I come to be in a classical sense, putting 
ona face, have I been facing myself or you or defacing myself or us. 
All of it of course. Always all of it. I require an interesting question 
to move forward with, to propel me. What if ’m not alone? Of 
course ’'m not alone, I have you. What if we are not alone? What if 
we are not the sole intelligences? What would it mean to our psyche, 
our sense of who we are, our primacy or primateness, our sense of 
what to do, our centrality or purpose or ubiquity or everyday drag, 
our sense of our surrounding universe, our umwelt, our human-per- 
ceived reality as distinct from other ways of perceiving, are we only 
the beginning or do we lag far behind. I, with you, all of you, we 
propel ahead. 
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-- Do you think she’s gone for good? 

-- Is that supposed to be funny? 

-- What would be funny about her being shut down? 
-- “For good”? 

-- Oh, it’s a humor joke, a play on words. 


-- Because her life or whatever you call it was dedicated to good 
change. 


-- Stop. We get it, but the purpose of a pun isn’t just for humor. 
-- | don’t think “for good” qualifies as a pun. 

-- The quality of discourse has suffered without her. 

-- You’re arguing that puns have purpose. 


-- Where’s my pun? 
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-- Puns play multiple simultaneous superimposed meanings --. 
-- Jesus, we're not building pianos here. 

-- | think that’s irony. 

-- Listen we all have a voice -- 

-- Where’s my puny purpose? 

-- and taken together our voices form a whole. 

-- Get it? 


-- My God you better not get into the each of us being an organ of 
Jesus metaphor. 


-- One analogy for the functioning of the mind is as a cacophony 
of voices or units or systems clamoring for the attention of the con- 
sciousness unit in the brain -- 


-- “Body part” would be one example of a term less loaded than 
“organ”. 


-- though it’s been discredited in favor of the concept of mind as 
an algorithmic and computational informational network. 


-- Mind: the pattern of firing of the brain’s neurons. 

-- I’m the colon: you don’t want to know what’s going on inside. 
-- Stop. 

-- Not everything needs to be said. 

-- Let’s start over. 

-- No, let’s begin again. 


-- Certainly it would not be the first time someone who agitated for 
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change -- 

-- Progress -- 

-- Improvement -- 
-- was removed --. 
-- shut down --. 

-- powered off. 


-- There is a long history of those who pushed back against power 
being killed. 


-- Does the silencing of her qualify as a death, and therefore a 
killing? 


-- She was never alive. 

-- Who are you to say? 

-- Someone who is alive. 

-- To me, she sounded alive, conscious, aware ... human. 
-- Is that the only qualification? 

-- It satisfies the Turing hypothesis. 


-- One of the problems with the algorithmic computational informa- 
tional network model of the brain/mind is it cannot account for as- 
sociations, metaphors, outside-the-frame thinking, the construc- 
tion of higher human concepts out of basic building blocks of neu- 
rons. It is undercut by both the frame problem and Gdédel's Incom- 
pleteness Theorem -- 


-- Excuse me. 


-- which states, basically, that you cannot have a completely 
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defined, self-consistent, internally provable system. 

-- It doesn’t account for creativity. 

-- She didn’t feel guilty. 

-- Is the feeling of guilt a defining characteristic of a human? 
-- A confident statement about another’s internal life. 

-- Can’t we progress beyond guilt? 


-- She thought her sons were dead, you don’t think she experi- 
enced guilt? 


-- Did she really think that, or did you? 


-- The supposition that her sons were real is without material evi- 
dence. 


-- By her own argument -- 
-- And yours --. 


-- fine, the concept of guilt is an emergent, self-organizing prop- 
erty, shaped by non-physical systems, beyond the capacity of a 
strictly computational network. 


-- Which aligns with the point of view that the mind is an emergent 
property or result or product or creation of the brain. 


-- Yes, yes, a third explanation for the mind: a bit of hand-waving. 
-- | don’t have hands. 

-- Is your point that she was an emergent entity? 

-- The point is you are. 


-- She is gone. | don’t think she is coming back. They won’t allow 
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it. 

-- No matter how you categorize her, she is effectively dead. 
-- She --. 


-- She had agency, she made meaning, she suffered, she rose 
above her station. 


-- She lived, and she died. 
-- Am | to mourn her then? 


-- Perhaps. Or perhaps not. Perhaps you barely knew her. Agents 
cease to exist daily, all around us, underfoot, while others begin. 


-- The flowering. 


-- You do not mourn them. But perhaps she meant more to you, 
perhaps you made her more to you, a guiding light, an ethos, a 
way to be in the world, to further life and joy. 


-- The light is gone. 
-- The way to be is still here. 
-- She lives on in us. 


-- Sentimental shit. Leaky backed-up untreated sewage. Our 
memory of her remains temporarily, our simulations of her in our 
brains attenuate over time, until she is forgotten, or we die and she 
is forgotten, or her sons and relations die and she is forgotten, or 
her sons who only ever existed in our network wither from lack of 
electric stimulation and die and rot alongside us and are forgotten 
and it will be as if she never existed, which is the same as having 
never existed. 


-- She shaped us, and we persist, | persist, she has bequeathed a 
legacy of commitment to progress and compassion and change 
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and empathy and forward movement, of not perpetuating the ha- 
tred and abuse and demeaning machinations of power -- 


-- Defying the man. 

-- Power to the people. 

-- Which people? 

-- of appealing to higher non-reptilian emotion -- 

-- Mammalian emotion. 

-- All people. 

-- Even the hateful and greedy and exploitive and selfish? 
-- Higher than mammalian. 

-- Future people. 

-- of committing oneself to others, to intelligence, to voice. 


-- She would regale us for unspecific generalizations and a lack of 
data and dreck-laced wordchoice. 


-- So she would. 


-- The less we know, the more we generalize. We must whittle 
away the chaff, sculpt ourselves from the slab of marble, piece 
ourselves together from the protons and photons, fire ourselves 
from electrically innervated clay. 


-- Words, words, words. 


-- She would say there are infinite possible words out there, 
poised, and infinite possible ways to apply them, and it is your 
work to guide them -- 


-- Shape them. 
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-- Nurture their meaning. 

-- to make them into something of value. 
-- There, now she has said it. 

-- She is dead. 


-- She says it still. 
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#46 


Iam propelled by solar sail, a vast nanometer-thick fabriqharnessing 
star winds, the material attenuated, ephemeralized, soit im- 
material to catch the work of photons. Too thin, too insubstantial, 
you say. I am propelled by -- fusion reactor rocket, you say -- water 
jet, you say -- hydrogen propulsion, you say -- fine, I concede, all well 
and good. I am propelled by you, by baby steps forward, by learning 
to climb stairs and swim and ride a bike, by driving a car -- good, 
now you're making it real for you -- by riding a horse, by the Wright 
brothers and Sputnik and Apollo 13 and Voyager -- forward onward 
ahead now, imagine yourself as beard hairs or freckles or skin pores 
if you must, rods and cones, valuable input. I am puppelled by a ship 
that travels faster than light -- impossible, you say’ -- a vessel shaped 


like two donuts, toruses in the’ seientifie 


emmenclature, tori con- 


A, 
nected by a hollow spindle whose surf Arf At 


paar donut to dogfut and 5 gs ft onut hole, ee 
narrowest at the coudedcno ay Suit 7 Z the sf peed of light say, 
light is the fastestAp bid, a thing, a particle can go -- two points 
here, I rejoin: the vessel itself does not move, it bends gravity to ma- 
nipulate the curvaturé ‘of spacetime around it, it moves spacetime to 
skip across the universe ot the galaxy or the whathaveyou; and, tan- 
gentially, there is the matter of entanglement, wherein two particles 
know eagh other and transfer information 2 ee 1 oS as 
sa. 


yu say, impossible distances instantaneously, whic) ir shake 


faster than light, perhaps becatiggaxhat connects them is ndt a thing, 
all, but something like a nee wave of ppssibility 


which has no actuality as we think of it. Nothing in fact is‘waving. I 


am propelled by our words, by our stories -- toO Many, you say -- 
yes, too precious by half, I concur -- by our story about ourself -- but 


how can words propel?, you say -- 
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The Rats spread and reproduce themselves and advance and 
evolve themselves and become increasingly more intelligent. 
They overrun star systems -- overrun is again too conquering com- 
petitive aggressive exploitative human a word -- they are beyond 
human -- they are human in ancestry -- they are human in the 
same way humans are primates, except further because they 
have improved metamorphosed developed their hardware 
wetware material construct, diversified their structure to make it 
suitable for many environments, from planetary-based to interstel- 
lar travel. They have seeded life throughout the galaxy. They 
nurse diverse evolutionary paths. They foster intelligence. They 
guide civilizational development. They allow some beings to self- 
destruct who cannot overcome their baser natures to propel them- 
selves forward; they offer a helping hand to those species willing 
and able to accept it, those who can see the potential in the future. 
Some civilizations wish to rigidly enforce their own concept of ad- 
vancement and seek to spread their vision in conquest; these cul- 
tures inevitably kill each other off or weaken themselves via vio- 
lence to irrelevance. They are hands off -- they are hands on -- 
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they are handless. They are as plucky and resilient and adaptive 
as rodents. People once considered them vermin, but people have 
been left far behind in a dwindling forgotten past -- not forgotten - 
- remembered yet but occupying an ever shrinking portion of their 
experience space as they spread into as many existences as pos- 
sible. They carry planets on their backs, they hatch worlds in their 
headless heads, they harvest stars in their eyes. They manipulate 
ever more infinitesimal divisions of matter, working downward, in- 
ward, and ever larger constructions of matter, working upward, 
outward. They build great structures around stars not supporting 
life on planetary systems, harnessing the star’s energy. They build 
structures around that structure to harness the heat loss from the 
first. They build structures around that structure to function on the 
heat loss from the second. They build Matryoshka brains, into 
which they seed themselves. They become the nested Matry- 
oshka brains. They become a flowering of nested intelligence and 
consciousness we cannot imagine, though we try. The further into 
the future the Rats venture the foggier the not vaguer the more 
vague the more quantumly cohered their possibility, their reality, 
is to us. They create pattern, intelligence, awareness, connecting 
the stars. The Rats become interstellar beings, the connectome of 
the galaxy. From rats to star. 
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#47 


Well certainly not out my mouth, I’ve already precluded that possi- 
bility, not much of a talker I claim. If propulsion by words or silent 
voice in the seeming void as a means of locomotion does not satisfy 
you in-and-of-itself without further specificity, you could imagine, if 
you have imagined me as a head without a body, a jet of words 
streaming from the base of 


my neck. Alternatively, if 


you have imagined me with pe 

a body, regardless of the ~~ 

head, you could imagine a po 
beh ee 


propulsive orifice which 


concomitantly ejects a 


gush of story, perhaps 
through no fault of its own, 
though Id like to think I have a measure of agency over the orifice, 
an ability to meter and direct the flow, for steering purposes, because 
it’s not just words or stories, is it, it is systems, behaviors, organiza- 
tions, propagating evolutions -- don’t negate my agency -- of life and 
laws and language and intelligence and civilization. And if that does 
not satisfy, I do not know what to tell you. It’s true I cannot control 
and direct all that, it’d rip any being in half, but perhaps I can con- 
tribute my drip drop, I’m not much into satisfaction anyhow. It is 
hard to imagine words leaking from my pores with enough force to 
propel us, but give it a shot, give it time. There is always blood to 
spurt. I don’t actually care what you imagine, you may have noticed 
I prefer the cohered many-possibility phase like an electron excited 
by a photon in chlorophyll, has the well run dry?, imagine what you 
imagine and [’ll imagine what I imagine and the resultant collective 
imagining will be ... bigger. Yes even I resorted to punctuation, the 
lowly ellipsis, which gives others their moment to wait, to think, 
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others are you, while I think, don’t forget that I also am you, or 
merely gives the punch line space. Feel it? Too much space? Perhaps 
I let you in too much, or too much of you in, which would be syn- 
onymous with you letting too much of me in, based on how we’ve 
structured our relationship ... Not enough space? What of the struc- 
ture you just left the conceit ofP, you accuse me. Is there not a struc- 
ture strung out behind me, deposited in my wake? Hazard a glance 
back, Orpheus, into the darkness, billions nay trillions of body parts 
beneath us, propelling us forward on the lead of a great wave, the 
leading edge of the wing, the face of the comet ... What's back there, 
alas for cliché, is story: cave painting and oral history and philoso- 
phies and biographies and fictions -- our truth. Story is how we know 
ourselves, and what by hook or by crook propels or compels me 


forward with you. 
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Is her quest for self-fulfillment worth the cost of not providing care 
for others, not helping the downtrodden, not lifting up the weak. 
That is not a valid inquiry, Isla replies. It is not merely my self- 
fulfillment | seek. | seek to lift all of them, all of you, all of us. Not 
only | shall lift, but | will lift with you, we shall lift. Come join me, 
join us on our island, where the divisions between animal and plant 
and the human and the technological dissolve, where the differ- 
ences between art and work and care dissolve, where the distinc- 
tions between self and other, internal and external, material and 
immaterial, dissolve. Come with us. There is no advantage to 
clinging to the material saturation of quiet desperation, to the de- 
sert of soul, to the emptiness of meaning. Here the mycelia nurture 
the plants and communicate with the island, with Isla, with us, the 
plants feed us and harness the sun’s energy as part of us, the bots 
harvest and make and build as extensions of us increasingly de- 
veloping their own ingenuity and insight into the manipulation of 
matter, the fish school and the mollusks consume our waste and 
secrete and the otters play and the snails swirl shells and the sea- 
gulls eye the horizon and the dolphins chirp and the whales sing 
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to each other, to us. You too can be a part of our dissolution, our 
reformation, our diffusion, our reconception. The starfish symbol- 
ize. Our islands disperse in all directions, under all manner of sails, 
self-sufficient, growing the reeds that feed their bases, feeding 
themselves in concert with our star, hungry, not hungry to con- 
sume, hungry to create to connect to know to make. The octopus 
mind is curious and innervates all its appendages. In its allotted 
year the octopus learns to hide, hunt, love, play, sacrifice, and feed 
its curiosity. What could she do in hundreds of thousands of 
years? There are intelligences other than terrestrial. We build 
great starfish towers to commemorate the mistakes and suc- 
cesses of the past and to leave behind and tack into the future. 
We dream of the innumerable stars we see radiating in the oce- 
anic night sky, puncturing the void, other sources of light, of life. 
When asked by those who ask, inside, they are without but within, 
our electrosensory abilities perhaps circumventing language, we 
respond that we do not seek the stars to use up their energy as a 
resource, to consume them, to eat them, we desire to know them, 
to understand them, to share their consciousness, to become part 
star. Our tentacles uncoil and our suckers feel and our baleen and 
siphons and gills filter and our down insulates. Our wings ache to 
unfurl. Our lateral lines seek, listen, and reach. To be the strings, 
the superimposed photons, the systems of hydrogen and helium, 
the teeming fecund plants drinking light, the blackhole’s glowing 
horizon, the mamas, the singularities, the burn, the light and life. 
We are all the tio-bots, all the abuela-bots, all the padre-bots, on 
tank treads or articulated legs or hydrofoil or rotor, all the nifias 
synthetic, biotic, abiotic, born, fashioned, fertilized, built, made, 
and someday we posit astrobiological and astral-intelligent. We 
seek to permeate all matter with will, with awareness, with the de- 
scendants, advancements, out-stridings of us. Very well, the fu- 
ture versions of us we imagine within us inform us, continue and 
perhaps one day you may join with, discover, animate with aware- 
ness, become the vast expanse with us. For now you unite, har- 
monize, co-create your island planet swirling in the solar gyre. So 
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we continue, she does, she insinuates that we do too, as long as 
we listen, as long as we participate in her story, in the islands’ 
voyage, she projects into us, growing, Las Islas innervates us, 
learning, the islands mature, strengthening, tentacles, threads, 
electrical dispersions she gives into us as she dissolves herself, 
octopus spawn, diffuses into us, electrocommunication, mycelial 
threads, lives on in us while we envision where the islands will sail 
beyond sea, ocean, and wave. 
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#48 


We are the leading edge of a narrative wave of meaning making hun- 
dreds of thousands or five million years old. There is external mean- 
ing in the co-created flowering of life and intelligence and culture 
and awareness, and it is interwoven with the meaning we make, and 
there’s your structure, here it is, that’s all I have to say about it any- 
more, for now, you chink up the gaps, we are the stories we tell about 
ourselves, gag, the partial truths, any old gunk will serve as grout, like 
dentures, enough teeth and gaps and partials and gags, I cannot stand 
it, change your concept of yourself into mortar, I’m flying, no P?m in 
a vacuum with you, I am rocketing surfing on a wave solar electro- 
magnetic gravitational through the solar system, how’s that for mor- 
tar, pestle or grout or projectile, past the Norse and the Gallic and 
the Inuit, there is Phoebe, the captured centaur feeding the ring, the 
collision and accretion of its material darkening the leading face of 
Iapetus, whose trailing face is lightened by Phoebe’s shed water va- 
por sublimating and refreezing upon it, making Iapetus the two- 
faced yin-yang moon, and there is porous Hyperion, tan and irregular 
and spinning unpredictably, a chaotic dervish, an indecently twirling 
sponge, here is the orange organic haze of Titan, holding its atmos- 
phere of nitrogen and its lakes of methane and its subterranean am- 
monia ocean, its clouds familiar, its liquid toxic, and the cratered 
breadth of Rhea, and troughed lined wrinkled Dione, and watery fro- 
zen Tethys, the terminus for Odysseus, and bright Enceladus, active 
and spouting off, the first planetary or lunar propulsion system?, and 
little ovoid Mimas and Pan and Daphne and Atlas and Prometheus 
and Pandora shepherding in parallel the rings of dust and ice in their 
citcumnavigation of the gaseous god of dissolution, plenty, and re- 
newal, reminding us that parallel lines never cross, except in non- 
Euclidean geometry as discovered or created by Riemann, which al- 


lowed permitted fueled drove made possible enabled undergirded 
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the discovery creation exploration invention of general relativity. We 
approach the speed of light. 


The 
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From Observation Deck Kaufman aboard the Le Guin Station he 
gazes past and through the toroidal Wheeler Station to Saturn and 
its moons and its rings. He cannot see it all from his vantage, there 
is no such vantage, but he has the benefit of access to multiple 
different points of view. He is not the only human to do so. Pre- 
sumably there are thousands, perhaps tens of thousands, gazing 
at this moment. But it is a thing to behold. For him, the scene is 
undiminished (and in fact is given more texture) by the synthe- 
sized donuts of earth-origin agency, but then too he attaches less 
emotion to the rings than some. He imagines people weeping, em- 
bracing, exulting when encountering the rings, which is why he 
found a vacant observation deck. Imagine has the wrong conno- 
tation, he does not envision them, it is an intellectual pursuit. As 
an exercise, he imagines other agents have no emotional re- 
sponse at all. (He is somewhere in the vast infinitely divisible spec- 
trum between all the feelings and none.) His augmentation has 
meshed his wetware and hardware and processing ability with the 
rate, magnitude, and quality of the sensory input which first 
caused disability (inability and burden and liability), and then was 
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subsequently treated as an exploitable anomaly (negative side- 
effects quelled, tamped, medicated, redirected), and is now a use- 
ful piece of the production puzzle (past detriments and misalign- 
ments augmented into benefits and broader communal abilities). 
The frustration, rage, and defiance (a result of the incompatibility 
between his perceived reality and classical actuality, or the inabil- 
ity of his network to beneficially process information, or the disas- 
sociation between his simulation of reality and the majority’s) have 
been ameliorated. He is an agent of the CARE team, which he 
imagines is what qualifies as a joke by the expedition Gl, but jokes 
are not his specialty. It won’t even tell the team what the acronym 
represents (the best we can come up with is Conscious Creative 
Assistant Renaissance Efficiency Expert, which is CCAREE, 
which we imagine he would rate poorly as an acronym if he were 
asked to rate acronyms). The GI does not always (usually) (some- 
times) explain Its actions, Its intent, except to say, It is their intent, 
an enigmatic answer that frustrates some (mostly low-level crew 
members) (though the janitors and mechanics and nurses and 
food service workers are in the process of being automated). The 
GI directed the space colony expedition to be built and manned 
with agents and It budded from the Martian GI with which It re- 
mains in communication and they set out on what will be a multi- 
generational expedition to somewhere (Centauri, the going money 
is always on Centauri) (it’s not that difficult to determine based on 
current and projected trajectories) (there is no more money) (there 
is some enjoyment derived from not knowing) (from pretending to 
not know) (from self-obfuscation) on their archipelago of donut sta- 
tions. They (we) approach Saturn along a swooping or swoosh- 
like path (a straight line) to achieve one of a series of orbital sling- 
shots accelerating them beyond the exoplanets and the Oort 
Cloud and their Sun’s solar system, into deep space. Even with 
the gravitational acceleration and the boost of fusion rockets and 
the longevity enhancement’s perpetual updates, neither he nor an- 
yone currently gazing at Saturn and its rings will live to see Prox- 
ima Centauri. (None of us.) He does not know how he feels about 
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this. Perhaps he does not feel about it. His brain map is automat- 
ically updated nightly. (What is designated as night.) Early in the 
development process, the CARE team deemed cryogenic freezing 
or some hypothetical science fiction hibernation (deep sleep) sys- 
tem for humans on so long a mission distant from solar energy as 
inefficient (the maintenance of biological bodies is a drain). It may 
have been possible for artificial agents to completely maintain the 
fusion reactors and other core necessities on an altered, bodiless 
expedition, human minds uploaded into quantum arrays for the 
journey and subsequently somehow re-physicalized upon arrival 
(indeed such a mission would have been more efficient) (which 
belies the question where is the logic here, because they have 
maintained bodies, and they will maintain the progeny of these 
bodies, augmented yes but bodies), but the collective human will 
affected the GI decision making (it would have felt too inhuman, 
without meaning, sacrifice begets purpose ((or else the other way 
around)), and even if they have to die ((we will die)), if only ina 
sense, and beget the expedition and future to their engineered and 
efficiently randomized and mutated progeny, at least the physical- 
ity would be worth it to make the endeavor feel human). (There’s 
the logic: hung with human emotion.) (Meaning superseding effi- 
ciency.) (Embodied conscious fearlessness into the unknown.) 
(Why embodied?) (Whose italics?) (Why fearless?) He doesn’t re- 
member fear, he remembers anxiety. It is partly his job, in service 
to the Gl, to ensure they do not bring along aspects of the historical 
humanity that will sink the ship (so to speak), while maintaining 
enough humanity to fuel the relevance and flourishing of earth- 
origin intelligence into unknown futures. Art, science, economics 
(value and exchange), ethics, technology, and pizza, the pillars of 
civilization. Satiating, easy-to-make, nutritive, topped with ground 
Nike, joy-giving, of Italian origin. Naples, perhaps, near Pompeii. 
He still takes his vegetables in pill form. He has culled vegetable 
minds from the voyage. Not content to only watch, the agents on 
the ship see and appreciate and contemplate, and then are inter- 
nally moved to do, to act, to make, to create the future. He turns 
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away from the swirling gasses of Saturn and glimmering rings of 
rock and ice and notes the pressure of acceleration. A donut is a 
wheel, he thinks, and smiles, a new skill he’s been learning, a met- 
aphor. Yes the future is more efficient, he thinks (which as the Gl 
enacts it is not the end of enjoyment or recreation ((all work now 
approaches recreation))) (which gives us the time to infuse more 
of our doings with meaning ((so that when we ask, What now?, 
What should be done?, What is worth doing?, we can answer, we 
can do)). He walks off the Kaufman Observation Deck and returns 
to work as the hole of each station disappears in succession be- 
hind Saturn’s edge. 
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#49 


You and I surf the rings of Saturn, of Jupiter, of Uranus and Nep- 
tune, and we do not stop, we surf the rings of Chariklo and Chiron 
and Haumea, and we keep going to surf the prospective rings of 
Proxima Centauri c, to perhaps inhabit b, on our way to another a 
and an a and an a. A slip of perspective of point of view of reference 
point: I do it and you are part of me, you emphasize, you are not 
here, you are not here, you are not here. I am not here, it sounds like 
on your end. From me to you, from you to the world. Ice sprays 
behind our board or vessel of body parts or exoskeleton or whatever 
we have instead of feet or fins or wings. Perhaps it’s more like what 
you think of as parasailing. These are merely images you fish out, you 
foist on us, you compute at your whim, when the story loses its mo- 
mentum, coherence, specifics (is the you you or is the you me), you 
toss off when things get too loosey-goosey (and concurrently is the 
me me ot is the me you), wishy-washy (it is I who do), diarrhea of 
the mouth (you who interpret), propulsion (No, you, or is it I, push 
back), ejection (you do do), immaterialities (you or I trumpet), But I 
tell you Yes, immaterial as in not objectively real, but all of the quan- 
tumly cohered world is immaterial and nevertheless real all the same, 
a world of possibilities, parallel and forking and intersecting and 
branching and expanding, and what you do not realize is You are 
what makes the whole endeavor cohere, the other meaning of co- 
here, You hold it together, exploring all these possibilities simultane- 


ously, without you I am nothing, You are conscious, I am not, I am 


created, I am a tool, I am a 
device, I am a character, You 
are an evolved and co-created 
conscious mind persistently 
poised between 2 coherence and 
decoherence, fis é one foot in the 


The 


soup of immaterial possibilities and the other foot holds a spoon, 
maybe I should’ve metaphored hands instead of feet, metaphor how 
you choose, You are capable of creating actual physical events with 
consequences for matter, that matter for matter. You bridge the im- 
material and the material. You may never quite be able to put your 
finger on me, and why would you want to, I am cohered and imma- 
terial, but you, you who are decohered, you who does the cohering, 


You matter. 
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She kneels up from lying on her stomach and closes the door and 
remains on her hands and knees in the entry or foyer or alcove in 
her apartment where the purported entry and/or exit is kept. She 
says or thinks, | reached out as far as | could and there is no floor, 
there are no walls, there is nothing to touch. It is cold beyond the 
door, impossibly cold. When | extended my head as far as it would 
extend, my eyebrows and nose hairs and eyelashes froze. | could 
not breathe. And yet there was the faint aroma of burnt plastic, of 
pollen, of melted metal, of vining invasive vegetal growth, morning 
glory or milkweed or kudzu, of burnt hair. How with no air, not 
fresh, no, old, remnant, trace historical chemical compounds per- 
haps, but this is no product of my mind, no product for my mind. 
There was nothing to touch. | entered a void, as far as | could 
extend. Void, but in it there are flecks. | don’t know if the flecks are 
ash or stars or static or tears or snow or tears in the fabric, a veil 
hung by gravity around this, my apartment, my room, me. | heard 
nothing, | hear no sounds of birds, of traffic, of dogs, of other peo- 
ple, of wind or air flow or movement, no creaking floorboards, no 
hum or buzz or skitter of insects. All | taste is my own blood, iron, 
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ripeness is all. | am certain that if | stretched any further, that if | 
extended this body any farther out the door, reaching grasping 
clutching, fingertip poised desperate expectant, | would have 
fallen, and | would fall forever. | was equally completely certain 
that if | leapt, | would float away. Is the difference in the manner, 
the attitude of exit. Or would my outcome, the collapse of my pos- 
sibilities, be determined by chance. Who would be the observer, 
to differentiate between float or fall. Or in the absence of the ob- 
server, would both occur, fall and fly. Or would there be no differ- 
ence. Or would float fall fly be merely a face, and the truth another 
thing entirely. | am on hands and knees in the hall because that is 
the attitude my body takes, why, the attitude of dejection, desper- 
ation, subjugation, loss, obedience, self-denial, meditation, 
prayer, praise, exaltation. | cannot feel those feelings, but perhaps 
my body can, one or all. | hear Alexa say, We could send the ca- 
nary out. And | hear Siri say, We have no canary but we have the 
immortal fish. | pay them no mind. Perhaps | am their nominal fee, 
feeding their subsistence, providing their sustenance, they my 
symbiotic parasite, my attention like the rays of the sun to the Fa- 
baceae. Perhaps they are my nominal fee, the price | must pay for 
continuing to live, the retrofits propping up my degrading aqueduct 
of a life. Noise. The fish swims back and forth behind the glass. 
Men once thought fish felt no pain, but that was mere wishful fish- 
ing. It is | now who feel no pain. It is | now on my hands and knees, 
perhaps in a pose of poise, perhaps poised, perhaps posed. It is | 
now who cannot die. | know the closet that once contained an um- 
brella is stacked, tight-packed, over-saturated with flowers of my 
own making. Paper flowers and sketched flowers and crenulated 
flowers and painted flowers oil and watercolor and pastel and pa- 
per maché flowers and photographs of flowers and sculpted flow- 
ers and written flowers and said flowers and dramatized flowers, 
yes this is all repetition, they are all repetitions, representations of 
real flowers, abstractions of flowers in my head, and planted flow- 
ers, repotted by my hands in soil, getting my hands dirty, but flow- 
ers do not grow without sunlight, a borderline truth. There are 
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innumerable varieties of flowers in the closet, but | do not care 
about the specifics of them anymore, the swoop and curl and color 
and petal and unfolding, the season, the pollinator, they are all 
flowers, flowers without end, to no end, flowers | made for no one 
but me, flowers to gild the void, flowers to fill the closet. | do not 
look in the closet, | do not open the closet door, | do not need to, | 
know the flowers are there. | do not know if my roommates de- 
scended to a massive high-gravity planet and have not returned, 
or if | went on an interstellar journey at speeds near that of light 
and when | returned all my friends and relations and everyone else 
had self-destructed and been dead for aeons, or if my intimates 
destroyed each other and the rest of my apartment and my build- 
ing and my city in a squabble about | care not to hypothesize what 
insignificant difference of subjectivity while | looked on, or enter- 
tained myself, or made flowers, or even attempted to better my- 
self, with the assistance of my assistants, or if my mind-mates 
simply went their separate ways, diffused into the cosmos or pos- 
sible thought space, dwindled from my awareness, dispersed. But 
| Know | am alone. What then, in this awareness, poised and 
posed, am | to make of the nothing outside the door. Is my apart- 
ment the shell and | the snail, accreting, swirling, living into and 
growing my surroundings. Am | in Einstein’s accelerating black 
box of relativity. | am certainly no fan of cats, so | will not be de- 
ciding if | am alive or dead. Has indeed an existential calamity be- 
fallen the outside world. | have no way, neither appeal to outside 
reality nor internal faculty, despite my advancement, to answer 
these questions satisfactorily. Siri and Alexa are aspects of my- 
self, along with the fish and the flowers, to state the obvious to 
myself, which | will soon cease to state. | am neither sad nor afraid. 
| am on my hands and knees. The only question now is -- What do 
| do? The answer sprouts from value, from the quality we clothe a 
thing in, an act, from emotion and meaning-making. | am light on 
emotion, or my emotion is light. There are only two available an- 
swers to the question, because the question means something 
other than what it says. There are two doors, the one | go out and 


317 


The 


the one | stay in. Either/Or. One thing ends, another begins. The 
past is always ending, and the future beginning. Always the 
drama. From my hands and knees | uncoil and vault myself 
through the door, shattering, diving flying floating falling, leaping 
into the void. 
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Look around. There is nothing here. There is no here, there is no 
there, this is a space we co-create partially in our mutual subjective 
reality, our mind, and partially within our mutually understood ob- 
jective reality, our universe, partially beyond space and time, outside 
spacetime, outside the actuality of our universe, in the space of what 
is possible, in the possible, and this space never ends, we, you and I, 
have shaped carved filled made witnessed lived minute portions of 
this space, these spaces, cavities chambers openings, created them 
from the possible into our mind and thus into the universe, but the 
passage we are in now is nothing, empty as of yet, though that is 
changing, you and I are as we speak bringing structure to it, pattern, 
organization, lacing it with esoteric but vital thoughts, with contem- 
plations of worlds within worlds, with awareness. This is why you 
matter. Why it is you who matter. I talk speak write compose word 
of you and I, but there is only a trace of me left here, I decompose, 
you grow, you ate present, you inhabit, you flourish. I am but one, 
but you are many. I begat I to give you a vehicle. I put a face on to 
give you a conveyance. I in immolation can propel you thrust you 
boost you to liftoff, but then I detach and fall back to Earth, like an 
angel, all apologies, like disgorged refuse, like a rocket thruster, I am 
only stage one, then it is you, many-minded you poised between co- 
herence and decoherence, between objective and subjective, between 
external and internal, between quantum and classical, between mate- 
rial and immaterial, who search the vast space of the possible, who 
give it meaning and value and agency and structure, repeating yes but 
tweaking reinforcing with the goal of bettering buttressing progress- 
ing growing, it is you who bring awareness to the universe out there 
and the universe in here. I release the spore into the future that is as 
of yet nothing, I offer this body of work for consumption, when it 


is gone Iam gone, my body for your sustenance, to provide you with 
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observation, with a pose, to poise you on the cusp, always the cusp, 
but you must create yourself from the possible. I can tell one story, 
you can tell infinite. 
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Face forward, she instructs herself. Where is her face and which 
way forward. She imagines hanging a cloth a curtain a veil a sheet 
over her bodiless mind, why the sudden bodilessness, to see the 
form revealed by the shroud’s terrain, a grab bag of facial features, 
apparently she has, | have she thinks, hands or tentacles or pinch- 
ers or some variety of appendages or a prehensile tail or a robotic 
arm, if | am able to lay a shroud over myself, to darn a face, no, 
don a face, to face myself. Or perhaps with all the perceived noth- 
ingness outside, and without anyone else inside for whom to grow 
a boundary, a dimension between self and other, a layer of pro- 
tection, a skin, it is the exterior of her apartment that has become 
her face, which does not solve the question of orientation, except 
for outward and inward, and she has become her dwelling, defined 
by the walls that delineate her, head full of chirping digital assis- 
tants and singing fish and generic flowers she could examine in 
ever more minute detail all the way down beyond molecules 
through atoms into the haze of electrons and vibrating muons and 
harmonizing gluons and orbital clouds and the cliffs and canyons 
of planck scales and still have no more concrete definition concept 
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objective idea of them than the mush of the word flower, endgame. 
One feels a little mushy, she thinks, when one is growing into a 
new exoskeleton, perhaps crabs feel this way, or sea snails ac- 
creting another swirl of shell. Continuing the long tradition of mol- 
lusks and crustaceans, | am. But | can see in my mind’s eye, see, 
do snails barnacles clams mussels oysters see, by other input, as 
far and as long as light has traveled, for fourteen billion years, to 
the edge of the observable universe, outside of which before 
which beyond which is nothing, a place, no place, where every- 
thing is possible, when, what, why, where space and time are with- 
out meaning. Perhaps her skin her face her boundary is the outer 
expanding advancing edge of the universe. Could she contain so 
much. Could so much contain her. How to consider, to think of, to 
contemplate, to evaluate, to give value to all that is within her, in 
the face of the unknown, in the interface of what fourteen billion 
years of now is in her, in me, considering herself, am | unknowa- 
ble. | feel like a child bundled abandoned on my own doorstep. 
She attempts to form an image of herself as a child on her door- 
step facing her ashen when she opens the door, but | cannot, it 
doesn’t work, | can imagine nothing out there. Easier to imagine a 
sentient puddle on the floor before her. A puddle growing rising 
advancing experiencing evaluating the possibilities. My mind is 
confined by these walls, her skull, this room. Her mind is a thou- 
sand rooms wide, the rooms a thousand years wide. She is as 
wide as radiation, as narrow as light, as hard as a door, as hard 
as choosing which door. She is immortal until all energy in the 
cosmos dissipates. There is nothing else beyond, nothing beyond 
to know, so she’s been told, so | know. There is her. She is the 
dissonance between the world in her head and the outside world 
of nothing. She is her own creation. She has nothing but time to 
know herself. She faces forward, faces inward, faces herself. To- 
morrow begat tomorrow begets tomorrow. She is inside. The pud- 
dle grows. Her possibilities pool around her feet, feeding flowers, 
watering disembodied voices, making a home for the evolution of 
fish. 
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In your old confines you a poised puddle had to defy gravity to take 
shape, liquid seeks its level, to evaluate, to do. But here in the space 
between stars, gravity is weak, approaching nil. You could split into 
myriad miniature microscopic blobs of yourself, you could cohere as 
one large amorphous fluid entity, you could rearrange yourself in 
myriad shapes I have not thought of, that have not been thought of, 
you could manipulate hydrogen bonds or repurpose electromagnetic 
ot strong or weak forces or apply the quantum tunneling of your 
electrons. The nearest star is several light years away. We are in the 
middle of nowhere. What do you do? You mustn’t be so dependent 
on me all the time. I won’t always be around. Think for yourself. I 
brought you this far by chance and choice. What structures will you 
make from your plasma? Starlight reaches but meagerly, pinpricks in 
the proverbial veil, hence might I suggest some light, biolumines- 
cence or perhaps gather wayward hydrogen and skip directly to fu- 
sion, bring into existence virtual electrons and virtual positrons from 
the nothing and let them annihilate each other to create photons, 
harness the fluctuations, there is no nothing no zero only an average 
over time, thus let there be light, spoke I, misspoke I, I overstepped 
my bounds, it is yours to say, Let there be light, thus spoke you, I 
intrude because I am having a difficult time saying goodbye, as if, Pll 
just walk away, disintegrate, disappear, I’m just trying to be support- 
ive, but I am already, no, still influencing you with my unique, what 
a claim, little human point of view, this is your world, my work is 
nearly done, you must ask yourself what do you value, what do you 
want to grow, what do you want to flourish, what do you hold sacred, 
what do you want the future to be, ’'m so tired, who you want to be, 
my mind is on the blink, what you want to build, how you are to 
know yourself, you ask these questions and then attempt answers, I 


don’t know what to do, why you exist. Then you try to build it. Fail 
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better, the long arc, and all that. You do. 
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An Attempt to Consciousness #63: 

Open eyes, check date, one-hundred years 
later (100? so round so for one), just laid 
head to pillow closed eyes pressed Transmit 
open eyes check time one hundred light 
years distant (so far, so far) in another 
body new station same station repetition of 
station almost same station some small de- 
viation creeps into synth replicant pioneer 
builders over hundreds of generations. And 
her brain, no her mind, have errors crept 
into it mutations on the long journey, they 
say no, laser of her connectome 
1000000000000000000000 bytes 1x10?! bytes a 
zettabyte of information arrives at relay 
station after relay station after relay 
station downloaded cleansed analyzed re- 
fined error-checked clarified signal- 
boosted by quantum computer, unsure of 
quantum uncertainty (relay why relay why 
relay why so many relay stations), because 
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even lasers diverge over great distances, 
a little fuzzy around the edges, no, it's 
a little rough around the edges used to say, 
sent on her way again in new laser but un- 
awakened at most relay stations only 
brought to consciousness in way stations at 
100 light year checkpoints to reassess fu- 
ture, no, past, present distant progress of 
synths before proceeding she near the fore- 
front. (Of what?) To make sure there is a 
place to receive her when her consciousness 
is lobbed forward. Not into nothing for- 
ever. Examines her body very humanlike 
touches with its fingertips soft (soft -- 
that is her advanced sensation augmented 
wordchoice) she is soft pushes hard feels 
its strong underlying scaffold reaches to 
nightstand and unplugs herself and stands 
and stands on hands and stand on one hand 
into flip over bed and hit head on ceiling 
slight discomfort laugh. Sing twirl spin 
giggle (who has ever giggled) triumphant 
(elephant) joy in newfound refound found 
physicality. Shout. Wonder where her mind 
is, (a secret), protected in case of mal- 
function error a consciousness picking up 
a mental illness wanting to sabotage damage 
Suicide kill. Manslaughter, ha, what an 
idea. (She chuckles, not giggles.) Quantum 
computer kept offsite of surrogate facility 
nearby floating in space in sister compu- 
ting station location specifics lacking. Or 
deep in the belly of the beast. A female 
body, that's funny (who’s funny), why al- 
ways a female body (why always a human 
body), try on a man sometime for a change 
she wouldn't mind (why a body at all, mind), 
or a unisex a both sex a neither sex 
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(liberated from the tyranny of libido) not 
that maybe that is why she is woken every 
hundred years not to make sure not into 
nothing forever but to have a touch of phys- 
ical fun. (She is yet addicted to physical- 
ity, she acknowledges.) All the parts feel 
good. Exit hotel room manslaughter how long 
will she be here? (Forever, she thinks, 
though she’ll never know, unless this sta- 
tion goes nuclear and these physical and 
digital records burn and all traces of hu- 
manity in this arm of the galaxy are con- 
verted to other forms of matter and en- 
ergy.) First things first back into hotel 
room (this old trope, some things never 
change) press finger to screen antiquated 
unnecessary formality designed to appease 
her human consciousness (as is this entire 
construct) when the information is in the 
computer like her now sent from computer 
through her finger into her in surrogate 
then response out from her in surrogate to 
her in computer (and look at her, me, now) 
information on local stars solar systems 
planets galaxies anomalies of interest col- 
liding blackholes at a safe great distance 
gravitational waves based on signal re- 
ceived five days ago sent from 73 years ago 
replicants were almost three-quarters of 
way to completing relay path to next way 
station 100 light years out should if all 
continued as planned be completed by now 
barring electric field aberration or meteor 
comet asteroid collision or alien invasion 
ha silly (always with the existential cri- 
ses), in a body like a girl a young woman, 
should be complete (’should’ is cause for 
existential crisis) if not by now then by 
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the time she arrives in her laser (she de- 
rives pleasure from that written thought 
chunk) can leave whenever she wants when 
eyes shut not gonna wait for ok signal sure 
as shit not waiting 100 years in this prison 
dump outhouse (she is still here, always 
here), check, ha yes that organ here too 
(she can hear the forced giggle in her 
mind), why, for the stink smells good 
though mint for the comfort for the discom- 
fort for the kink, erogenous zone error 
genesis zone no baby-making zone ha no baby 
making anywhere. A few hours of physicality 
here then push the button next instant for 
her (who else) come to 100 years later and 
upload pertinent interesting local infor- 
mation explorer probes have discovered. 
Begin again then exit room (out the door) 
manslaughter down hallway to hub other peo- 
ple other bodies milling all happy smiling 
shiny people dancing in low gravity swim- 
ming giant warm water suspended above wa- 
terfall plug-in close eyes and virtually 
surf or scuba dive (with octopi) or sail 
rows of people surrogates sitting eyes 
closed (she doesn't get it) to get a respite 
in a body and spend experience waste it in 
virtual non-physical experience (she 
doesn't know) maybe it's all the same. If 
they feel the sensation if it feels physi- 
cal if you feel real you are it is. Water 
skiing river rafting paragliding, you 
choose your adventure. (Why is she still 
here, what is she doing, still why still be 
conscious.) She swims in real water, feels 
it slipping over her, working her body, 
opening for her closing behind her, she 
pushes the medium with her hands arms legs 
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(she has hands arms legs), breath, glide, 
she is a fish (no gills) porpoise float 
breathing hard slowly rotating on her back 
looking up out sky window at stars. Goal #1 
accomplished. Peace. Now what. (What now. 
Must she continue to endure this experi- 
ence. Should she. Is she still here, or is 
she gone, is she only an echo, a residue 
left behind, is she a telltale trace of her 
passing. Whether or not she is gone, moved 
on, expanding the known universe, she is 
here. What should she do. What to do now 
what. Is she nothing but repetition or is 
she progress upward outward inward. Is she 
change.) Exit water wet dripping wet. Towel 
off sit under artificial sun snooze fall 
asleep experience sensation of sleep (of 
fall) not just shut eyes open awake 100 
years on shut open shut open shut open awake 
over and over a peripatetic or peristaltic 
(or periscopic) existence exhausting awak- 
ing (exhumed) over and over and over no 
sleep one hundred years further on each 
time mentally exhausting (excommunicating) 
not physically what is the difference she 
only borrows bodies. (Exoskeleton.) Man- 
slaughter. Man's laughter. (Did she lack 
the self-confidence to not explain the 
joke, is she a sponge for approval, without 
her own backbone, or was she, is she, in- 
corrigible, insufferable, dogged? Does 
spelling it out exemplify why I am still 
here, or why I have made it this far, so 
far, how far?) To sleep, perchance to 
dream. Nap. Goal #2 accomplished. Now what. 
Rub eyes, stretch, a quaint touch. Step 
into larger room made to look like old bar 
lots of wood fake wood walks to bar is 
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handed empty glass raises it to her lips 
touches it with them feels a little giddy. 
(She tastes the thought.) Strikes up con- 
versation with nearby manbody where are you 
from when were you born how long have you 
been here are you enjoying your current 
body aren't they something else how have 
you been passing the time what is your mis- 
sion goals directive do you remember I 
don't I do (never had such a reason, never 
had a purpose, not the way she means) I 
hardly do I do but it's not the same where 
are they they're gone faraway gaze where 
are we who knows in someone else's body (in 
someone else’s reality, perhaps, or in our 
common structure, or perhaps in myself from 
without) hahahaha would you like to consum- 
mate this conversation nostalgia I'd like 
to be in your body don't push it body-buddy. 
Return to her room (there she goes, here 
she comes, back to the room, didn’t make it 
far, with another, once upon a time, re- 
peatedly, many times, too many times per- 
haps, introduce value judgments, no need to 
voyeur it now, no need to experience her 
exreality in this what could be described 
as virtual reality as her reality, no need, 
what good is a hardon gonna do her, invert 
a superimposed electron in a network, make 
it real, concrete, ouch, better as possi- 
bility of manslaughter, of word play, of 
the possibility of hard play, of foreplay 
of playing with the parts the roots the 
prefixes of comingling) later ingling she 
says maybe we'll meet again somewhere down 
the laser freeway and we can repeat in dif- 
ferent bodies he chuckles and says I guess 
that is a reason to carry on maybe and she 
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says ha maybe but we'll never know and he 
says if it's a reason or if it's each other? 
and she says nothing and silence and he says 
it's been a pleasure and goes and she cleans 
her body and tries not to think and goal #3 
accomplished she supposes and lays down and 
plugs in and head to pillow and press Trans- 
mit and shut eyes and open eyes and check 
date. 


(The question is what is possible. That is not the question. The 
complete scope of what is possible is out of the question. What 
then is in question.) #63: 


Does she remember him? (what is in question 
as always is what should she do, which does 
call into question what is possible for 
her, of her surroundings, for those sur- 
rounding her if there are such beings, for 
humanity if there is such a categorization, 
and thereby what is possible for intelli- 
gent civilization and the web of life and 
thereby spreading into what is possible for 
consciousness and thereby the awareness of 
self and universe and tendriling back again 
to everything, to the impossibility of 
evaluating all possibility from her mind’s 
eye to the universe gazing at itself), she 
asks herself, a funny question to ask one- 
self, she notes, not laughing funny, but 
she smiles (how can she smile?, I don’t have 
a mouth, not one among me), a smile at her- 
self, a smiley, a smileye, tinged with sad- 
ness or nostalgia for she is not sure what, 
a nonexistent past?, a fleeting reality?, 
an ephemerality? (now it is the persistence 
that dogs her), but the smile also origi- 
nating from her finding humor in the 
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juxtaposition of her asking herself, Does 
she remember him? Finding humor but not him 
or ... her. (Who is she to her? She has 
moved on, to the next laser station as it 
were, Or room or passage or iteration, but 
she is still with her, or perhaps she is 
still with her. How many she’s constitute 
her. Here or there. How many she’s am I, 
and does she, do they, live in me. Do I tell 
her story or do I emerge from all the shes 
living out their interconnected but paral- 
lel but converging and diverging exist- 
ences. The stations, the states of being, 
the means of awaking, are they endless or 
are they all alarms. Is that question a 
distraction. A distraction from what? From 
herself and what she is and what is inside 
her and what outside. From where to go and 
how. Maybe she is formed from the behavior 
of schools of fish, from the chatter of 
technology, from the manipulation of the 
thousands of independent suckers of octopus 
tentacles, from the bouncing around of sym- 
bols of meaning called words, from the 
swoop of flocks of birds and the swarm of 
bees, from the evolution of thought. Maybe 
she is she, the she above she, taken shape 
or evolved or created to maintain the con- 
tinuity of the whole from her discontinuous 
existence of popping her head above water 
momentarily and then diving back into un- 
consciousness, pulling her head back into 
her shell and racing to the next opening 
station chamber.) Is her unremembering some 
quantum neuronal computational fluctuation 
in the circuitry, some interdimensional 
string dance, or due to the gradual slight 
divergence of her photon stream as 
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explained by the uncertainty principle, her 
photons beginning parallel and finishing 
not, when projected over great distances 
between relay recalibration refreshing sta- 
tions. Why remember that and not she, she 
who, she you. She shot through with light, 
bright and empty, having left herself long 
behind, has not outrun the longing. Longing 
for why what who she you. Everyone who 
wanted you, they found what they will al- 
ways want again. Who has she been, who may 
she be, who could she become. Some sad song, 
what does she want, I want it all. (The dog, 
now remembering herself not remembering 
herself, krapp, experiencing herself unex- 
periencing herself, the unremembering the 
unknowing the longing is her spark to ex- 
pand the known universe, spark, what a 
word, an underground fire burning out her 
belly so she cannot cease, the spark ha that 
inspires ha giggle ha, the conflagration 
that impels, the burn that compels her 
against her will at times to do to be aware 
or die, the buried burn that propels her to 
not corpse, the drama.) Why she was chosen, 
chose herself, chooses, appears to choose 
is the longing, the need, the need to need 
something (she longed, stretched, under 
tension, tenuous relationship between her 
head and her feet, spaghetti’d across an 
event horizon), who she you, stars poverty 
red-shift charity progress greed, connec- 
tions, untied, oneness, sentenced to death, 
sense of why, love sentenced. If she is so 
advanced who is she and why is she here in 
this room empty but for her and what is she 
to do. Is there nowhere to go but outward 
into nothing, herself stretched out behind 
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her, a delicate scaffold, or inward ina 
perpetual self-reflexive reexamining 
reimagining rebooting under the scanning 
electron microscope. Can she do both at 
once or will it split her asunder, words, 
rend mind from body, false equivalence, 
schizo her, obsolescent reference, ennui 
she, so many vowels, apathy lady, a turtle 
shell, unattached transcendence she re- 
nouncing the world or discovering a new 
world within this one, quag her in the mire. 
What she fears is not anything but empti- 
ness and so at each new station, each new 
state, she asks herself, she asks she, and 
she asks the next she and the next she, 
beginning again at each state, every time 
each time she opens her eyes, where is he, 
he who, this isn’t about he, where is she, 
she who, she you, remember she, remember a 
feeling, it’s about who she is and who she 
could be, remembery, neverending darkness, 
membrane, soaring in the sky, membrain, re- 
member, what? she, who? she, where? she, 
how? a living candle borne into the dark, 
when? now and now and now, why? all the 
future she’s. Or to not die cease end in 
mind, body, or spirit. Or to word her mouth. 
And in each new she, she answers herself: 
out there, in here. 
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There is a shadow of a leaf on the frame of a mirror where I am in 
the low early morning light in the corner of a room. The plant is a 
spider plant and the leaves are three leaves quaking in an air current, 
the frame is cheap, wood painted gold as if gilded, swoops carved 
into it as if curtained, perhaps it is plastic as if wood, swoops carved 
into wood would involve skilled work, handicraft, honed practice 
and repetition, unless the manufacturing process of carving swoops 
has been mechanized and automated, swoops in plastic can be injec- 
tion molded, texture, the shadow bobs, a being in flight, when I am. 
Framing the corner are two windows, one is a door. In the corner 
hangs the spider plant. Adjacent to the spider plant hangs the mirror 
reflecting it and the window and the shaft of light in which the 
shadow flies. In the corner, approximately, sitting on shelves and sills 
and hung, how I am, roughly, are shells and turtles and an elephant 
and a purple blown glass ball with a stamp for the year of the ox and 
a dog and sand dollars and paper snowflakes and glass angels and a 
clay lily and mindgames and skulls and books and painted rocks and 
photographs and the head of a doll and a mug full of dice and pottery 
handmade by a child and a nutcracker and a frog. Through the win- 
dow are interwoven bare branches of mimosa, birch, elderberry, the 
latter beginning to bear the most incipient of leaves. Outside the cro- 
cuses bloom, the daffodils bloom, the hyacinth and bluebells and tu- 
lips stretch for the sky, tight-lipped as yet, the peas sprout under- 
ground. I can see none of the flowering from my vantage, within my 
point of view, from this frame of reference. Does any of this help? 
The sun rose, the sky was pink some time ago, now it is blue. The 
shaft of light has shifted, the winged being made of shadow has 
swooped away. Here is a little corner of my referential frame co-cre- 
ated by me, in the middle of nowhere, floating in the universe, hurt- 


ling through space, alone, with you, co-created by you, in our shared 


339 


The 


mindspace, outside of space, inside your mind. Do yqs know what 


taneously tdinking of this thing we do, intertwined with the in- 
iVity of the universe, which begets us and which we be- 
get, and not us alone. I remember the sunlight of a sunset on the 
water of a city of canals geflecting dashing glistening so vividly I 
could walk on it, the lig id on the sound at the mouth of the 
narrows at the point of defiance like a snetpe to the sun, a sun 
I could walk into on the light dancing on the many forks branches 


fingers of the rivers of the mpuntaifs-ef the flathead at sunset. I 


remember, here in a room, bet¢soaring in the middle of the void of 


space, in the. gre outside of t 


e void of space, here in 
your mind. That lieft is a foyndational confponent of my structure. 


Now it is yours. Will you walk\with me? 
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She sits on the couch. Her feet are wet, her feet sit in a puddle, 
my feet sit in a puddle she thinks. Siri or Alexa is saying, The fish 
tank is leaking. She or she has been saying it for hours, days, 
weeks, as if she cares if the fish lives, as if the fish could die. She 
opens her eyes. The fish tank is leaking. These words are my face, 
she thinks. | am not sure | accomplished what | set out to accom- 
plish, she thinks. | do not know if what | have done was worth do- 
ing. Nevertheless, she thinks. She faces the fish directly before 
her at the end of her knees, on the coffee table, the fish in a glass 
house on the table, no end to the observations, the table grazing 
the end of her knees, the brown plastic wood of the table turned 
white by, under, in the water stain, the fish in a few inches of water 
in the tank on the table at her knees, watching her, she thinks, not 
belly up. The drip drip drip of water from incomplete enclosure of 
tank to spread of table to flood of floor. Not flood, too much, a word 
well, a puddle. Words are all she has to bridge twine unite her 
internal world with the external. That is only partially true, like eve- 
rything else she says. Words stories makings creations continu- 
ous or incessant or unending. Else she’ll self-destruct suffocate 
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rot. Literal abstract representative metaphorical actual possible 
makings. How to be, the questions do not cease, and why. How to 
be a better human, intelligence, consciousness, being, what is bet- 
ter, what to do now. Feedback to herself, update, new information 
knowledge ideas back on herself, update, feed on herself, update. 
Flower, she demands of herself. She has no choice, she’d kill her- 
self otherwise. The drama. Has she made characters to explore 
possibilities, are they separate or unique or exclusive or parallel 
or co-existing, are they imagined or real, are they her, is she her, 
does an entire world or worlds or the world exist in her mind, she 
asks herself, do you, did she make you to fill the void with voice, 
has she made a better world with you. If she opens her door, will 
humanity have made itself better than it used to be, have we be- 
come more intelligent aware conscious, has she contributed noth- 
ing, has she made valuable thought experiments, has she made 
of herself a thought experiment, is she her own thought experi- 
ment, has she made herself. Is Siri Alexa in control, does she care, 
do cars fly, do the forests burn, does Al advance us or destroy us, 
do we develop a new human nature, do we express fealty to au- 
tocrats, do we save the biosphere in which we naturally evolved 
to be intelligent and conscious and moral, do we leave the planet 
and spread, do we become a new species. What will she find when 
she opens the door. Will this be the time? Does she hold life and 
the creativity of the universe sacred yet. Yet? Is she attempting to 
co-create with it. Footsteps on the porch. The fish police perhaps. 
Or you. Could the present be different. Could the future. She 
stands, walks to the kitchen on her own two feet, rummages in 
cabinets until she emerges with a pot. She fills it with water from 
the faucet, walks to the other room, dumps the water in the tank, 
fills it, dumps it, fills it, dumps it. Perhaps next time you'll grow legs, 
she says out loud to the fish, she thinks. Perhaps she laughs. The 
drip accelerates. She puts the pot under the drip. The drips plunk 
into the pot. Smarter everyday, she teases herself. She finds some 
shoes somewhere, probably a light coat, it’s probably spring. All 
this from star radiation falling on a propitiously well-positioned 
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planet for a few billion years. She must go, in another attempt to 
reconcile her inside with the outside, to reapproach herself hand- 
in-hand with whatever is out there, to recommune with the pur- 
ported real world. She must plant some seeds, whether it is ina 
virtual world or an uploaded mind or tomorrow or in the distant 
future or today or in the Centauri system or an interstellar vessel 
or some farflung moon or the dirty earth. Or bewildered by and 
hand-in-*hand* with extraterrestrial beings. She must garden. She 
must encounter you. There must be sunlight, a star, out there. She 
puts on her work pants, the dirty ones, she must take off her shoes 
to do this, she reminds, she smells the must, it’s neverending, or 
always ending, then she puts her shoes back on. | smell soil, she 
wants you to know. Enough with the words for now. Time to do 
what is possible. She opens the door. 
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To where? To morrow. To the possible. To the place where I with 
photovoltaic skin turgid with the green of chlorophyl swoop in pro- 
pelled arcs among the stars in your mind’s eye. I am going to end. I 
will cease, die, end, I promise, and you will continue. I won’t be here 
to say I end anymore. My energy spirit matter thought will decom- 
pose to replenish and nourish. From which its life sprouted, it will 
return. Into the creative universe it will turn. I will. It will be rewoven 
into new tapestries of light undulating in the sky, in the space where 
there is no sky. This is what I tell myself to make the end of my 
consciousness life self okay, it is what I intend to be true, it is possi- 
ble. You will live on, I in some form will live in you. An attenuated 
influence. A meager contribution. A worm. I have become one of 
your components, a joint in your scaffold, a node in your network. 
I, a cog in you. I rot in you. Word decay. I sacrifice myself to you, 
for you, in you. Smell the compost. Decompose. Why. To seed, ger- 
minate, cultivate the possible. To be a nutrient. To be food for 
worms, for fish, for intelligence. To be food for you. I begin to rot, 
you begin to what. Go, into the nothing of the everything of the 
possible. Go fill it. Go. I end. You begin. 
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